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NOTICE TO READER. 


When you finish reading this maga- 
zine, place a one-cent stamp on this 
notice, mail the magazine, and it will 
be placed in the hands of our soldiers 
or sailors destined to proceed overseas. 


NO WRAPPING—NO ADDRESS. 

















stopp enviten trubbul! 


Why brood over war-time conditions? They are trying, they have jolted us 
out of our complacency, and yet we in America are better off in every respect than 
any other nation on this torn-up old globe. We are going to win the war—don’t 
doubt that fora moment. And we are going to win it through American pluck 
and stamina and our ability to fight and smile at the same time. The American 
soldier is not a grouch. The boys in France haven’t forgotten how to laugh; the 
boys in our home camps are the merriest, fun-loving bunch of youngsters anywhere 
in the world. 


Recently the librarians at the sixteen cantonments throughout the country took 
a vote among the soldier readers to ascertain what publications were the most popular. 
‘Fudge stood third on the list. Why? It is the most human, the most entertaining, 
the most genuinely amusing periodical in the land. It is all American and a nation 
wide. It is committed to the gospel of good cheer. It is a smiling visitant to the 
home during fifty-two mirth-provoking weeks of the year. 


Won’t you help your Uncle Sam to win the war by lending him your smiles? 
Cheer up and subscribe for ‘fade. Below is your personal smileage ticket. Snip 
it off zow while the matter is fresh in your mind. 





A Giggle a Day Keeps Old Grouch Away 





All Right, Judge: 225 Fifth Ave., New York City 
I accept your offer—three months for $1. It is understood that you send me JUDGE beginning with the current 
issue—12 numbers in all. I enclose $1 (OR) send me a bill at a later date. (Canadian $1.25—-Foreign $1.50.) 
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“Two million women are to work on farms 
this summer.” —Daily Paper. 





The Shortage of 
Regular Farm-Hands 
is not Always an 
Unmitigated Tragedy 


for the Farmer. 
Drawings by E. W. Kemsre 
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Farm instruction embraces most everything, b’gosh. 





‘““Feedin’ the chickens ain’t no more 
a drudge and gum-drops don’t cost no 
more ’n corn.” 





Ma insists that Pa shall quit work promptly at the 
stroke of one. ‘These weeding lessons are working 
overtime. 







MINN 





“Now you, Cyrus, see that 
you keep in sight of the house. 


\ An’ remember I got the spy- 


Ma will pick out the next bunch of farmerettes. glass on yer.” 
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When the War will End 


By Roy K. Mouton 
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Pror. Bispsps HAS THE DuRa- 
TION OF THE War ALL 
Nicety Ficurep Ovt1 








Illustrations by 


HE question 
most fre- 
quently asked 
throughout 
the world to- 

day is: “When will the 
Great War end?” But if 
anybody is really desirous 
of knowing, the answer is 
easily obtained. As a 
matter of fact each person 
may pick out the exact 
date to suit himself. 

The writing scientists 
who believe in the slogan 
to the effect that it pays 
to advertise are ending 
the war continually. <A 
scientist of this sort is a 
person who can end a war 
at any time which best 
suits his convenience. 

Select your own peace 
day at leisure. 

Prof. Emmanuel Bibbs, 
A.M., Ph.D., F.O.B., the 
eminent scientist of Ho- 
kum College has the dura- 
tion of the war all nicely 
figured out incalories, kilo- 
watts, amperes, cubic in- 
ches, longitude, latitude, 
blood pressure and average 
annual rainfall. In a 
learned article in the Pe- 
dantic Monthly, he says: 
“TheGreat Warwill end at 
2:15 P.M., March 21, 1919. 


ALBERT HENCKE 


Napoleon was wrong 
when he said wars were 
won with money. Wars 
are won with fats. Wars 
have changed since Na- 
poleon’s time. Now we 
hear nothing of money but 
everything of fats. When 
an army is out of fats, 
there is nothing to do but 
surrender. I have care- 
fully analyzed the present 
and future supply of fats 
in Germany, figuring the 
latitude and longitude, 
the blood pressure of the 
hogs and sheep and the 
average annual rainfall in 
the Teutonic countries and 
I am prepared to say that 
the last soldier will con- 
sume the last calory of fat 
at the exact moment men- 
tioned.” 

Those who are not 
pleased with Prof. Bibbs’ 
prediction can turn to the 
findings of Dr. Lemuel 
Fink, the eminent geolo- 
gist who is the world’s au- 
thority on potash. Others 
may know of perlmutter 
but the doctor stands alone 
as an expert on potash. 
He says: “Wars cannot 
be fought without potash. 
It is the prime necessity. 
Nations may run out of 





Dr. Fink 1s THE WoRLpD’s Avu- 
THORITY ON Potasu— 
Not PERLMUTTER 
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men and money and food 
but if they have plenty of 
potash they can continue 
to fight indefinitely. I have, 
by scientific research, estab- 
lished the fact that the 
world’s supply of potash 
will be exhausted at 5:37 
A.M., January 17, 1921. 
Therefore, the conflict will! 
automatically cease at that 
moment.” 

Prof. J. Frothingham 
Bilk, the noted traveler, an- 
nounces that the war will 
end on Christmas Day, 
1918. The end will come 
about noon. Prof. Bilk is 
an authority because he 
spent the greater part of 
two weeks in the German 
town of Munich, Bavaria, in 
1879. He talked with ten 
of the most prominent and 
best posted men of Munich 
at the time and was able to 
arrive at the conclusion 
mentioned. True they did not agree exactly upon the 
moment peace would be declared but he took their 
various estimates and struck an average. 

Mme. Cheeza Baer, the eminent past, present and 
futurer who has predicted many important events, has 
been interviewed upon the subject and states definitely 
that the war will be over on February 21, 1931, and 
there are many who believe she is right. —The madame 
has an enviable record. She predicted the San Fran- 
cisco earthquake as soon as she received the papers next 
morning after it happened. She predicted the Russian 
revolution within two days after it occurred. Her 
most recent prediction was to the effect that the 
Kaiser will die. It is believed to be almost a certainty 
that she is correct in this prediction. Last year she 
predicted that many steamships would be sunk by sub- 
marines and hér prediction came true. Early this year 
she predicted heavy fighting on the western front during 
June, July and August, also during March, September 
and April and she was correct. Her powers in this 
direction are almost uncanny. 


- 
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Mme. Cueeza Baer, THE EMINENT Past, 
PRESENT AND FUTURER 


It was Mme. Baer who, 
when she heard that Gen. 
Pershing had gone to 
France, predicted that he 
would soon be followed by 
an American contingent of 
soldiers and again she was 
correct. She has been right 
so often that her prediction 
that the war will be over 
by February 21, 1931, must 
be taken seriously. 

Others, who speak with 
more or less authority, have 
ended the war variously on 
July 4, 1923; Thanksgiving 
Day, 1918; Easter Sunday, 
1946, and March 2, 1951. 

If every person takes his 
choice of these predictions 
and sticks to it, there is 
no reason why everybody 
should not be satisfied. 

One of the predictions 
which is attracting consid- 
erable attention on account 
of its apparent plausibility 
was made recently by an eminent Dutch diplomat 
who stated in an interview that: “The war will end 
when the peace protocol is signed.” 

Those who desire that it shall end 
doubtless be disappointed. 


sooner will 


Things We Aren’t Interested in 
Knowing 


HAT there is enough unmined coal in Greenland 

to heat every home in America for the next 78,000 
months. 

That it is possible to sustain life on rice and peanuts 
at a total outlay of six cents per diem. 

That sweetbreads were given away by all butchers 
twenty-five years ago. 

That the Kaiser has 146 suits of clothes. 

That a single pair of prize goldfish are valued at 
$5000. 

What Count Czernin thinks of President Wilson. 





Artuur T. Merrick 
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Back to the Soil 


Cut Out For the Job 
™ WANTED to enlist and 

fight for me country,” said 

Tired Trotters, to the sharp- 
eyed woman at the door. “But 
I’m chicken-breasted an’ de re- 
cruitin’ orficer turned me down. 
Have youse got any light work 
dat a pore, afflicted man——” 

“Yes, indeed, replied the farm- 

ers wife. “One of my sitting 
hens has just abandoned. her 
nestful of eggs.” 


Efficiency 

First suburbanite — Did 
plant a garden this year? 

Second suburbanite—No. After 
last year’s thrift garden experi- 
ence I concluded to feed my 
neighbor’s chickens in the regular 
way instead of planting the seed. 


you 
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GoInc THE WHOLE Hoc 


“Say! Ye said ye only wanted a taste, ye 


darn Hun!” 





I figure it has saved both me and 
the chickens a lot of work! 


Diary of a Gardener 

Monpay: Spaded up garden, 
leveled seed beds. 

Tuespay: Leveled up 
beds, planted Radishes. 

Wepnespay: Made new beds, 
planted Radishes. 

Tuurspay: Killed Jones’ hen, 
blacked his eye. 

Fripay: Jones’ dog bit me, 
broke hoe on him. 

SaturRDAY: Made new 
beds, planted Radishes. 

Sunpay: Rain, snow, sleet. 


see d 


seed 


Wanted to Show 
New York hotel proprietor—Are you 
a good economical restaurant cook? 
Would-be chef—Am I! You ought 
to see all the omelets I can get out of 
one egg! 
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Tue Sprinc Orrensitve Opens Witn aA Tank ATTACK 


Simple Devices for the 
Desultory Gardener 


By Wiutttam Jounson 


UR garden experience last year was 
O productive of a number of ideas which 

we shall attempt to capitalize this 
growing season. 

In the first place we are not going to 
poison all the fuzzy caterpillars. We are 
going to make sandpaper tubes of suitable 
size, with the rough surface inside, which we 
shall bait attractively and lay about the gar- 
den. The caterpillars will crawl through 
these tubes and wear their fuzz off in so do- 
ing. Then we shall sell them for fishing 
worms. 

One precaution we shall observe is not to 
plant our beets until all danger of freezing is 
past. Freezing may kill them, and there are 
enough dead beats in our neighborhood, now. 
Two men in particular have been enjoying 
the hospitality and freedom of this country 
for thirty years, and now when they might 
do a little in return they refuse even to buy 
a thrift stamp. 

Our ground baked so hard last season 
that the seedlings had a difficult time coming 
through. This spring we plan to insert mini- 
ature bombs with each variety of seed, con- 
necting them with clock work properly 
scheduled to set each bomb off at the precise 
time the seed planted with it is ready to make 
its début. The seeds of course will be fitted 
with dependable shock absorbers when 
planted, for the protection of the seedlings. 

Our wife suggested last season that if we 
could get a dozen or so octopuses and train 








them to diligently pull weeds, we might be Drawn 


able to keep a small garden, say about fifty 
feet square, free of noxious vegetation. This 









| 
br; pls Wi, wnniinl| mir 
DS tld yd aan We hi Wee NONE: 


Sia 











is a fair sample of the visionary way a woman 
attacks practical problems. Being inclined to 
mechanics and distrustful of the octupus in any 
position of trust or profit, we have evolved a better 
scheme. We shall lay strips of one-inch mesh wire 
netting side by side across the garden, an inch or 
so beneath the surface, and attached to rollers at 
each end. The netting will admit air, rain and 
sunlight to the soil, while a turn of one of the roll- 
ers only a couple of inches will move the netting 
sufficiently to dislocate all weeds. It will also agi- 
tate the surface of the soil as efficiently for all 
practical purposes as a hoe would do it. Holes in 
the netting eight inches across will accommodate 
the plants. The plants will be in the center of the 
holes, permitting a movement of the netting suffi- 
ciently to accomplish its purpose without disturb- 
ing them. 

We propose to adapt to our corn, which is a 
gourmand of a plant for fertilizer, anyhow, the 
self-feeding system so effectually resorted to by 
agriculturalists for hogs. A stake will be driven 
beside each hill of corn at the top of which will be 
suspended a can of fertilizer with an open spout. 


The can will be tilted slightly downward with the 











by R. B. Futter 
Lieut. Crasue, Home on Leave, Forcets He Isn’t 
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spout directly over the hill of corn and the can 
arranged to move freely on an axis. A string will be 
attached to one of the corn stalks, run through a pulley 
at the bottom of the stake and up to the lower edge of 
the can to which it will be fastened. As the plant grows 
upward it will pull on the string, tilting the can a little 
more each day, and so spilling fertilizer on the soil 
about the plants. Results should be most agreeably 
accelerating to the growth of the corn. 

These are only a few of the more obvious con- 
trivances that have occurred to us. Inventive genius 
has neglected the garden to an extent that makes its 
possibilities in that line large and alluring. It is time 
that the various problems were being attracted by men 
of earnest, luminous talent, who will divorce the vege- 
table from the maze of toil that now hinders its wider 
promulgation. We propose to act upon that conviction. 


Drawbacks 


By Top CHEvENIXx 


HE drawback of a college 

I education has been much 
talked about. Very en- 
tertaining and practical articles 
have been written on it, giving 
real comfort to the unfortunates 
who never went to college, and 
therefore know little of the ad- 
vantages of a college education, 
to say nothing of its drawbacks. 
So it is cheering to be assured 
that its drawbacks might quite 
upset its advantages, particularly 
when we reflect on Grover Cleve- 
land, George Washington, and 
others of the mighty who got 
along with private tuition or pri- 
vate intuition as the case may be. 
Of late it has been suspected 
that an education rarely comes 
out of any college. A_ college 
education, yes; but an education, 
a regular one, no. The fact that 
a college exists for broad ideals 
places the simple aim of a pure 
and plain education in the dis- 
card. The modern university 
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Tue Stowest JOURNEY IN THE WoRLD 
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those who have already borne the burden of the 
higher training in kindergarten, grammar and high 
school, successively, before they could enter the halls 
which make an effective background for physical ath- 
letics—the chief end of the higher learning. 

Yet, athletic prowess appears not to be exercising its 
proper influence. Still there remains an undercurrent 
of feeling that books and study and mental training 
should be given attention. Occasionally a freshman 
arrives with this idea in mind, and it is often feared that 
he will make the mistake of clinging to it and like no- 
tions. 

Consequently, it is argued that—perhaps on account 
of false concept—the college may impress some men as 
an agreeable place; that so also it may occasion the 
habit of liking what is congenia!; and that, as a se- 
quence, the college may favor 
laziness. This means of course 
that a new order of things must 
be devised. It is a question 
whether a commission will be 
appointed for the work from the 
football or from the scholarship 
control. Both sides are favored. 
At present it looks as if muscle 
would win, and we are led to 
deplore the fact that up to 
this writing the anatomists have 
wholly failed to discover or 
isolate or describe muscle fiber 
in the brain substance of any of 
the higher animals such as man. 


German Pronouns 
By Benyamin De CassEres 


I—the State. 

We—Gott and me. 

You—a victim. 

Me—The objective case of my- 
self. 

Us—Our sons. 

Him—One who fights for me. 

They—My enemies. 

Thou—The Sultan. 

Them—The Americans. 

It—My planet, the Earth. 
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Where the Hoovers Cease from Troubling and the Garfields Are at Rest 
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SATURDAY AFTERNOON AT YApPpP’s CROSSING 
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Indeed! 
Style makers announce that skirts are to be still shorter. 
Pity the blind! 


Table Manners 
By Liste Be. 


ERE you ever invited out to dine where they 
W have a four-leaf table? Don’t get it confused Proves the Rule 
with a four-leaf clover; it’s different. ‘“*A person cannot be in two places at once,” remarked the 
Closed,, the four-leaf table is as modest and Parlor Philosopher. 
unassuming as a victrola stand. When the four leaves “No, unless you except a pair of trousers,”’ said the Mere 
are raised, it looks like an enlargement of the iron Man. 
cross. 


His First Chance 


By McLanpsurcu WILson 


With these four-leaf tables, all 
is not solid that glitters. There is 
a vacancy between the arms of the 
cross. My hostess had camou- 
flaged this vacancy with lace, and 
so that’s how I happened to set the 
gravy dish down on the floor. 

My hostess said that she didn’t 
mind, that she had had gravy in 
her shoe before. 

Everything would have been all 
right, if her Angora kitten hadn’t 
gorged himself on the overflow. 


OW Jones is talking proudly 
And strutting in his tracks, 
And mentioning quite lcudly 
He paid his income tax. 





Admiring folks esteem him 
A combination rare; 

A patriot they deem*him, 
Besides a millionaire. 





’Tis well all information 


In.the circumstances, I don’t Drawn by Jutia Daniets Is held in confidence; 
think I shall be invited there soon “Children, don’t speak to Mother now. The tax Jones pays the nation 
again. Can’t you see she is counting?” Is only forty cents. 


. 
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It’s Ma’s birthday and I reckon I’ll get her a few trinkets with what I git for these taters. 
One eighteen carat ticker and a string fer yer neck. We surely is 


“Here they be, old gal! 
comin’ inter our own at last.” 


War’s Horrors 


By Artuur WarREN INGALLS 


HE man whose “ final sacrifice”’ 
I is a 4 per cent. Liberty Bond. 
The man who “gives till 
it hurts” by a dollar to the Red 
Cross. 
The woman who insists on pro- 
nouncing Russian names. 
The man who knows when the 
war will end. 
The man who wonders why it 
doesn’t end. 
The woman who sings at the 
Training Camps. 
The philosopher who believes all 
is for the best. 
The pessimist who believes all is 
for the worst. 





Vem Cade ir 
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Mr. Subub—Hang it! 
starts to rain. 


Every time I get the hose out it 








The Amazon who would organize 
a “ Battalion of Death.” 

The hypochondriac who would 
become a Red Cross nurse. 


The man who has solved the 
submarine menace. 

The lecturer on “War’s Eco-_ 
nomics.” 


The statistician who figures the 
world’s balance sheet. 

The restaurant owner who be- 
lieves his patrons should pay his 
cashier for the War. ‘ 

The man whose wife’s sister had a 
friend who knew a woman whose 
cousin went to school with Genera! 


Pershing. 

The congressman who mentions 
Thrift in connection with war 
appropriations. 


The man with “in- 
side facts” from the 
British Admiralty. 

The man who thinks 
French “75’s” are too 
old to fight and who 
believes the Carpa- 
thians will protect the 
neutrality of the 
Swiss. 

The man who knocks 
knitting and the wo- 
man who knits, knock- 


ing. 
ee The Senator who 
a wishes the “World 
_ Made Free For Autoc- 
racy.” 
War poems; War 
brides; “ War babies.” 
Conservation con- 
versation. 
Conscientious  ob- 
jectors. 
Bazaars. 





Gamer or Tamer? 
By StricKLanp GILLILAN 


IME was when, had somebody raised 
The price of foods on which we’d grazed 
For years, until we thought them staples, 
As far as Chilkat Pass or Naples, 
Our cries of pain would have been heard. 
Yet now we do not say a word, 
But cinch our belts a little tighter 
Around the lunch that aye grows lighter, 
And pungle up the hard-earned scads, 
The well-known dollars of our dads! 
* * * * + 
It may be we are growing gamer, 
Or, like as not, we’re merely tamer. 


Legal Advice 
““What’s the most I can get for shoot- 
ing a man?” asked the chorus girk 
“About ten weeks in vaudeville,” 
answered the theatrical lawyer. 


~ 














Drawn by Frep Lewis 
He Lert Tuem Fiat 
First Sloppy Figure—What does that fellow 


who started drawing us mean by leaving us 
unfinished? 

Second S. F.—Blown into the Army by the 
last big draft just as he was on the point of 
handing me an eyebrow. 
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CoNSIDERING THE Nature oF THE Work To Be Done Peruaps It’s Just as WELL 


The romantic girl who is just a wee bit disappointed to find that her young man in his war outfit, doesn’t appear 
as she’d imagined he would. 


What He Learned 
P [ stubborn optimist had declared there was no one 
from whom he could not learn something. 
We had disputed him, and had plotted to heap 
confusion upon his head by shutting him in with the village bore 
ho never knew anything for sure. 
After two hours with the v. b., the s. o. emerged pale but 
smiling. 
“ Arrrh-harrh!” we snarlingly gloated. ‘‘And did you learn 
anything from him?” 
“Yes,” replied the optimist bravely. “I learned what an 
awful thing it is to be a person from whom no one can learn 
anything.” 


Where He Would Shine 
“Nice little fellow, Wobbleigh is—only it’s hard to think of 
him as a cheer-leader. 
“T can—at a chess match!” 


Disappeared 
Not only the cloven hoof, but the cloven breath as 
well, seems to have disappeared from our literature. 


Hearty 
The soldier boys are ardent letter writers, but a visit to a 
cantonment will make one doubt that any of them really are in 
love—not if love affects the appetite. 





Persimmons and 
Poundcake 


By Benjamin De Casseres 


O great French author 
N could understand an 
American story that is 

risqué. 

Love was 
world was young; 
be young when the 
is old. 

Life has no years; it is as 
young as first love, and is 
never any older. 

Tell a woman you under- 
stand her and she may love 
you; if she discovers it is 
really true, she will hate you. 

Humor is the ladder in the 
closet on which we scramble 
to the roof of the House of 
Life. 

Courtship is done in fine 
linen and swishy silks; after 
the honeymoon comes the overalls. 

Women that “float around” are generally followed 
by sharks. : 

A day without its temptation is a saltless day. 

Hope is the bill-of-fare from Belshazzar’s feast do- 
nated to Lazarus. 


old when the 
and will 
world 
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the end of my garden.” 





“Sure, Jones, use my garden tools any time you like, 
but you notice they are chained so they only reach to 





When the train of a wo- 
man’s reasoning jumps the 


rails she is again a real 
woman. 
Man is neither wise nor 


foolish—he is just incompe- 
tent. 
To be ahead of your time 
is to die prematurely young. 
When the Trump sounds 
see that you have your pass- 
port to the Valhalla of humor! 


Ever Notice? 
Many a resolution which has 
been formally adopted is treated 
like an orphan. 





Her Opinion 
Mrs. Willis—Mrs. Bump caught 
her husband kissing the hired girl. 
What do you think of that? 
Mrs. Gillis—I don’t really 
know. I’ve never seen either Mrs. 
Bump or the hired girl. 


The Modern Reading 
Alicia—Congratulate me. This is my tin wedding day. 
Guest—Oh, nonsense! You are too young and pretty to 

have been married ten years. 
Alicia—You don’t understand. 
the tenth time. 


Today I was married for 
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The War Machine: 4y Walt Mason 


Uncle Walt’s Exclusive Weekly Message to Judge 


HE kaiser had a war machine; he worked on 
it for years; and such a thing was never 
seen since Adam soaked his steers. The 
other monarchs went to see the boys play 
basket ball, but Billy Hohenzollern, he would 
waste no time at all. He labored daily at his bench, 
with pinion, shaft and gear; he sweated round with 
monkey wrench, through all the long, long year. 

Oh, other kings might idly play upon the village 
green, but Billy worked and worked away to build his 
war machine. 

And all the time he handed us large parcels of hot 
air, when we, attracted by the fuss, asked, “What ye 
doing there?” Then Billy bowed his backless head, 
with bland and childlike mien, and through his spiked 
tin hat he said, “I build a peace machine.” 

The other monarchs winked and cried, “This 
William is a jo; his name is Nuts, so let us slide and 
see the movie show. Let every king escort his queen, 


his nephew and his niece, while William builds his 
peace machine, and daubs himself with grease.” 


I wonder how we were so blind, the kings and voters, 
too, when I sit down and look behind on history in 
view. Our blindness was a sin and shame; we fooled 
with dressing eyes, while William played his flimflam 
game, and not a soul got wise. 

And then at last the war machine was ready for 
its test; Bill filled its tank with gasoline, and sent it 
galley west. And then at last, at last we saw what 
William’s workshop meant; and chills and fever hit 
the craw of every living gent. Then monarchs 
who had spent their time at checkers and at chess, 
saw how their blindness was acrime, and wept in 
their distress. 

Oh, Bill’s machine has failed, ’tis true, to gain its 
destined goal; some blowouts and a skid or two have 
put it in the hole. 

It missed the end for which ’twas hurled at us by 
Bill, the clown, but it has spoiled a pleasant world and 
turned it upside down. And never more while grass 
is green, and stars in heaven burn, can kaiser build .a 
war machine and prove that it’s a churn. 
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“T Love Your Music,” He Repiiep, Harr KNEELING ON THE SEAT 


Within the Web 


By J. A. WaA.LpRON 


Illustrated by Aubert HENCKE 


HEY had quarreled mildly just before he 
enlisted, and during the three months since, 
no communication had passed between 
them. Yet the very first day of his short 
furlough he called upon her. She sought to 

hide her nervousness at the piano. After Grieg’s 
““Humoreske,”’ she turned to him. 

“TI played it dreadfully, didn’t I?” she asked. 

‘I love your music,” he replied, half kneeling on the 
seat and touching a key nervously. 

“| haven’t played much lately. Haven’t had lis- 
teners sufficiently appreciative, I guess. One has to 
be encouraged, you know.” 

“You must have had listeners. You always used 
to have.” 

“You used to listen charmingly.” 

“And Harry, no doubt. Does he visit you as often 
as formerly? You remember I quarreled with you 
about him.” 

“Oh, you and I could never really quarrel, Charley.” 


“But we did. Gently, perhaps. Just before I went 
to camp. I suppose that’s why you haven’t written 
to me.” 

“But a girl doesn’t write to a chap who doesn’t 
write to her!” 

“Perhaps I was in fault. Yet Harry has had mat- 
ters his own way since.” 

““Oh, no, he hasn’t, indeed!” 

“Really?” 

“Truly. I haven’t seen him in an age!” 

“No?” Charley sat down beside her. She didn’t 
move over at all to give him reasonable room. 

“He took offense, I guess, at something I said to 
him.” 

“Well, what other chap or chaps have you played 
the ‘Humoreske’ for since I went away?” 

“T haven’t played it since you enlisted.” 

“Oh!” Charley’s hand took hers. He tried to sit still 
closer. There was really a lot of room if she had been 
willing to give upa little. She didn’t release her hand. 





“What did you say to Harry—if it isn’t a secret—that offended 
him?” 

“Oh, he just came in, as usual, and wanted me to play. Asked 
me for the ‘Humoreske.’ ” 

“And you wouldn’t?” 

*Of course not. I told him the music he really ought to listen 
to was that of a military band.” 

“Ah! Heisaslacker. And what did hesay?” 

“Oh, it doesn’t matter.” 

“But I’d like to know.” 

“Well, as he stood sourly with his hat in his hand he said ‘I 
understand perfectly. You’re fond of Charley, and he used to like 
you to play it. I know you’d play it for him if he were here.’ ” 

“And what did you reply?” 

“How stupid you are! Haven’t I just played it?” 


Politics 


By A. B. Stroup 


HILE waiting on a Denver corner, an eastern visitor’s atten- 

tion was attracted by a beautiful act of chivalry. 
An old Irish washerwoman struggled against the wind across 
the slippery crossing, bearing a great basket of clothes. An elegantly 




















Drawn by H. C. Greeninc 
Tuincs We Forcet to MeEnTIoN 1n Our Lettrers Home 


That time you answered the alarm call with your chow pan on your head 
instead of your helmet! 











Drawn by G. B. Inwoop 


After tossing in bed half the night the visiting 
bluejacket manages to get a little sleep. 


dressed man hurried to her assistance, re- 
lieved her of her burden and carried it up 
the steps of the nearby apartment house 
which was her destination. Setting the 
basket down on the top step, he lifted his 
hat as he turned away. 

The observer still pondered the scene 
when the woman reappeared with her emptied 
basket. 

“Pardon me,” he said, “but would you 
mind telling me who the gentleman was who 
helped you so gallantly?” 

““Shure, he’s the alderman of me ward. 
And he wants me vote come Chuesday.” 


The Fighting Qualities of © 
the Yank 


By Kennetu L. Roserts 


“The belief that our soldiers are invincible is a 
patriotic duty.”—May. Gen. Adelbert Cronkhite. 


T isn’t a duty for me 
To believe that the Yank is resistless: 
It’s more of a pleasure, you see; 
It isn’t a duty to me; 
I know that he’s brought up to be 
The reverse of downtrodden and listless. 
It isn’t a duty for me 
To believe that the Yank is resistless. 


There isn’t a Turk or a Hun 
Who can beat him at playing or fighting; 
And when he is armed with a gun, 
There isn’t a Turk or a Hun 
Who'd anger him merely for fun 
Or consider the prospect inviting. 
There isn’t a Turk or a Hun 
Who can beat him at playing or fighting. 
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*There’s one thing about this ’ere war, 
3ill; it’s ’elped improve me geogerphy.”— 
Tattler (London). 
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Pa’s Answer—‘‘What’s the proleta- 
riat, pa?” 

“It’s that part of Russia they’re all 
fighting so about. You ought to be 
ashamed of yourself not to read the 
papers, son, about what’s doing in the 
world.”’—Baltimore American. 


The Judge Got Her, Though—An 
old lady walked into the Judge’s office. 

“Are you the Judge of Reprobates?”’ 
she inquired. 

“T am the Judge of Probate,” 
his honor, with a smile. 

“Well, that’s it. I expect,” answered 
the old lady. ‘You see,’’ she went on 
confidentially, ““my husband died de- 
tested and left several little infidels, and 
I want to be their executioner!’’— 
Chicago News. 


replied 


A Hard One—A country politician in 
Ohio was elected school commissioner. 
One day he visited a school and told the 
teacher he desired to examine the boys 
and girls. 

A spelling-class was just then at work, 





so the commissioner said he would in- 
quire into the proficiency of that organ- 
ization. The teacher gave him a spelling- 
book, and the pupils lined up in front of 
the mighty man. 

He thumbed the book. Then, pointing 
at the first boy, he said: 

“Spell eggpit.” 

“E-g-g-p-i-t,” slowly spelled the boy. 

“Wrong,” said the commissioner, and, 
pointing to the next boy, said “‘ You spell 
eggpit.” 

“E-g-g-p-i-t,” spelled the boy. 

“Wrong. You spell it.” 

The next boy spelled it the same way, 
and the next and the next. 

“Bad spellers,”” commented the com- 
missioner to the distressed teacher. 

“Why, sir,” she protested, ‘‘they have 
all spelled eggpit correctly!” 

“They have not.” 

“Will you let me see the word in the 
book?” the teacher asked. ‘“‘I am sure 
they have.” 

“Here it is,” said the commissioner, 
and he pointed to the word “ Egypt.”’ 


Harper’s Magazine. 


More Offensive Stuff 














Hindenburg—Ricordatevi che il 1° Aprile 
dovremo essere a Parigi. 

“Sara un bel pesce, generale!” 

Hindenburg—Remember that we must be 
in Paris next year by the first of April. 

“It will only be another April fool, 
general!””—L’Asino (Rome). 
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American spider (just come over)—Gee 
whiz! Some fly!—Bystander (London). 
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Formal Detail—An army officer’s wife 
wrote to a R. A. M. C. officer saying her 
child was suffering during teething. She 
addressed the letter ‘‘Dr. Brown.” 

The recipient returned it with the re- 
mark that he should be addressed, “‘ Bri- 
gade - Surgeon Lieutenant - Colonel 
Brown.” 

Whereupon the lady wrote back: 

“Dear Brigade-Surgeon Lieutenant- 
Colonel Brown: I am sorry about mis- 
take.—Yours, May Jones. 

“P. §.—Please bring your sword to 
lance baby’s gums.” —Tit-Bits. 


An Awful Time — Patience — And 
Bob’s over in the trenches, is he? 
Pairice—That’s right. 
Patience—Having an awful time of it, 
I suppose? 
He’s studying 
French.—Yonkers Statesman. 





They Certainly Have—Knicker—The 
Kaiser says the Germans must have the 
will to endure. 

Bocker—Well, they certainly have the 
William to endure.—New York Sun. 
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Merely Guideposts—A well known 
banker in a downtown restaurant was 
eating mush and milk. 

“What’s the matter,” 
friend. 

“Got dyspepsia.” 

“Don’t you enjoy your meals?” 

“Enjoy my meals?” snorted the indig- 
nant dyspeptic. ‘‘My meals are merely 
guideposts to take medicine before and 
after.”,—Knoxville Sentinel. 


inquired a 


Test for the Cheerful Man—The 
latest kind of war-soup with which we 
have had anything to do personally is 
made of one potato, one onion, one pinch 
of salt, and a vast volume of water, but 
under such circumstances a man who 
tries to be pleasant and cheerful around 
the house can always say: “* Well, this is 
good and hot!’’—Ohio State Journal. 

Consideration — Farmer Hawbuck, 
who never had been any too considerate 
about bringing the livestock in before 
dark, kept arriving at the corral later and 
later each evening. Finally his wife’s 
patience began to break. 

“Hiram,” she exclaimed, “‘it takes you 
twice as long to drive in the pigs as it 
used to.” 

“TI know it,” replied Farmer Hawbuck. 
“You wouldn’t expect me to speak harsh 
to a lot of critters worth $50 apiece, 
would you?” —Buffalo Courier. 





Another Frankenstein 
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afraid that the monster of his own creation 
will destroy him. 

(Germany is suggesting mutual cessation 
of air raids and gas attacks now that the 
\llies have secured the ascendancy in both. 


Daily Pre London Opinion. 


Cryptic Information—When you 
come across a piece of paper with queet 
drawings upon it you may be wrong in 
thinking you have found a map of some 
fortifications made by a German spy, 
as it will quite likely prove to be the plan 
for some patriot’s war garden.—Balti- 
more Star. 


Pacifist Propaganda 
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Tiens, tiens! 
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est-ce que la grande offensive se ferait al arrieri 


lustrian soldier on leave—Oh, I see! The great offensive is taking place in the rear.—La 


/ lore Paris). 


A Truthful Scot—A lawyer was ex- 
amining a Scottish farmer. ‘You'll 
affirm that when this happened you were 
going home to a meal. Let us be quite 
certain on this point, because it is a very 
important one. Be good enough to tell 
me, sir, with as little prevarication as 
possible, what meal it was you were 
going home to.” 

‘**You would like to know what meal it 
was?” said the Scotsman. 

“Yes, sir; I should like to know,” 
replied the counsel, sternly and impres- 
sively. ‘‘Be sure you tell the truth.” 

“Well, then, it was just oatmeal.’’— 
Rochester Times. 


The Ultimate. Consumer—* Started 
to handle whale meat yet?” 

“No; my store isn’t big enough.”’ 

“What do you mean?” 

““My customers wouldn’t buy unless 
I had a lot of whales for them to paw 
over.’’—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Used to It—‘Does your grocer at- 
tempt to explain high prices?” 

‘He did at first. Now he merely shud- 
ders as he accepts the money, and I 
groan.”.—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Her Curiosity—Bessie went with her 
mother to the meat market the other 
day, and, seeing sawdust on the floor, she 
whispered: 

**“Mamma, does he butcher dolls? ”’— 
Boston Transcript. 


The Impressionist Sandwich 
“What did you put in this sandwich— 
gold-leaf?” 

“The color deceived you. 
cheese.” 

“The thinness deceived me; that’s all.” 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 


That’s 


No Hardship—*Foh de life o’ me,” 
said Uncle Eben, *‘I can’t see no hardship 
in food regulations dat puts it up to folks 
to eat mostly corn bread an’ chicken.” 
Washington Star. 
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WEATHER 


They're All Like That—“Do you 
suffer from the climate?” 

“Ves. I know a man from California 
who refuses to talk about anything else.” 
—Washington Star. 


Asking Too Much—Hewiti—Does 
the climate agree with your wife? 

Jewett—That’s more than I’d expect 
of any climate.—Smart Set. 
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| Just KIDS 





A Patriot—Little Dorothy’s uncles 
are both at the war, and she has a great 
admiration for -soldiers. The other day 
in a crowded street-car she was sitting 
on her mother’s lap when a wounded 
soldier entered. Dorothy immediately 
slipped to the floor. 

“Here, Soldy,” she offered, ‘you can 
sit on mamma’s lap.”—Harper’s Maga- 
sine. 


A Poser—I/nguiring son—Pa, may I 
just ask one more question? 

Patient pa—Yes, my son—just one 
more. 

Son—Well, then, pa, how is it that 
while night falls, day breaks? — Tit- 
Bits. 


Wonderful News—With an air of 
great importance the small boy of a 
Sunday-school in Belfast imparted this 
happy fact to his teacher: 

“The devil is dead,” he said, sol- 
emnly. 

‘*What makes you think that?” asked 
the startled teacher. 

‘Dad said so,” exclaimed the boy. “I 
was standing in the street with him yes- 
terday when a funeral passed, and when 
dad saw it he said, ‘Poor devil! He’s 
dead!’ ”—Harper’s Magazine. 


**Sit Erect’’—Little Bess, who is in 
the second grade, startled her parents 
by insisting that her teacher was all the 
time calling for cigarettes. Her mother 
was so puzzled over this that she visited 
the school one afternoon to find out what 
the child meant by such a charge. In 
a little while the mystery was solved, 
for the teacher, glancing around the 
room, called out to the pupils: “Sit 
erect, sit erect!” 

Bessie looked at her mother and 
blurted out triumphantly: ‘“* There, mam- 
ma, didn’t I tell you?”—Boston Tran- 
script. 


In Plain Sight—Willie Stone had 
been sent on an errand to the home of the 
rich Mr. Lott. He returned with the 
astonishing news that Mr. Lott was going 
blind. 

“What makes you think that?” his 
father asked. 

“The way he talked,” said - Willie. 
“When I went into the room where 
he wanted to see me, he said, ‘Boy, 
where is your hat?’ and there it was 
on my head all the time!”—Harper’s 
Magazine 


The Difference Between Going and Coming 
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“ Elle est bien loin, c’te gare.” 
“Tu diras pas ¢a, au retour.” 


“Gee, it’s a long way to that blooming railroad station.” 
“You won’t be saying that when you’re coming back.” —La Baionnette (Paris). 


Boss Was Out—‘Washington is a 
busy place.” 

“Ves, indeed.” 

“When you were there last week I 
don’t suppose you found anybody who 
had time to put his feet up on a mahogany 
desk and smoke?”’ 

““Yes—one.” 

“Umph! Army or navy officials?” 

“Neither—office boy.”—Birmingham 
A ge-Herald. 


The Rare Perfume 














*Perché vi indugiate tanto a baciare una 
mano inguantata?”’ 

“* Lasciatemi—lasciatemi gustare quest grato 
odor di benzina!”’ 


“Why so fervent in kissing a hand that is 
gloved?” 

“Ah, permit me—permit me to enjoy 
this precious odor of gasoline!” —Numero 
(Turin). 
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Passing the Buck—One afternoon a 
group of men were talking about the 
fine donations of a couple of well-known 
philanthropists when one of the’ party 
broke into an expansive smile. 

“Your philanthropists are all right,” 
said he, “but I think it is only fair that 
my next-door neighbor should be in- 
cluded in the kindly disposed class. For 
instance, I have never known him to send 
a tramp away empty handed.” 

“You don’t really mean it!” incredu- 
lously returned the other. 

“Tt’s a fact,”’ said the first, his smile 
broadening. “‘He invariably gives them 
a letter of introduction to me.’’—Phila- 
delphia Telegraph. 


An Equal Distance—lIrvin S. Cobb 
recently wasted several thousand dollars 
drilling for water on his West Chester 
farm at $3 a foot. 

One day during the drought Mr. Cobb 
was motoring home with four huge casks 
of water, when a stranger hailed him: 

“Where did you get that water, 
brother?” 

“Four miles down the road,” Cobb 
replied: 

“Do you mean to tell me you haul 
your water four miles?” said the stranger. 

“Vep,” said Cobb. 

“Why the dickens don’t you dig a 
well?” 

“Because, friend,’ said Cobb, sadly, 
“it’s just as far one way as the other.”— 
Washington Star. 











a 





IRISHISMS | 





Hard on Norah—Norah was a new 
servant girl in the employ of the Browns, 
and hardly had she been: twenty-four 
hours on the job before she had the mis- 
fortune to drop a piece of roast beef on 
the floor. 

Roast beef that has been used as a mop 
becomes just a little bit gritty to the 
taste, so Norah thought it the part of 
wisdom to consign it to the garbage can. 

“T think, Norah,” remarked Mrs. 
Brown, rambling into the kitchen later 
in the day, “that we will have some of 
that roast beef, cut cold for supper.” 

“Sure, an’ Oi’m sorry, ma’am,” re- 
sponded Norah, contritely, “but the cat 
got it when Oi wasn’t lookin’.”’ 

“The cat got it!’’ exclaimed the mis- 
tress. ‘“‘What cat?” 

“Jay whizz, ma’am!”’ rejoined Norah, 
considerably concerned. ‘Ain’t there no 
cat?”’—Philadelphia Bulletin. 


Pat’s Sharp Shave—The unconquer- 
able Pat, being one day in town, found his 
way into a barber’s shop to get a shave. 
As it was near dinner time and the barber 
was feeling the gnawings of hunger, he be- 
came rather hasty over the job and was 
unfortunate in inflicting several cuts on 
both of Pat’s cheeks. The shave being 


The Toothpick King Succumbs to the 
H. C. of L.* 














“Ruiné! Complétement ruiné! Je fabri- 
quais des cure-dents.” 

*No, not “Living” but Lumber. 
Baionnette (Paris). 


La 





concluded Pat arose and, approaching a 
table on which was a glass of water, he 
took a mouthful and rocked his head from 
side to side. 

“Anything the matter?” asked the 
barber. 

“Not much,” came Pat’s reply. “I 
was only just trying to find out whether 
my mouth would still hold water with- 
out leaking.” —Pittsburgh Chronicle-Tele- 


graph. 


That Once Famous Steam-Roller 





O IncLez—Que diabo de politica é a sua? 

O Russo—E’ a mais logica. Eu contintio na minha missdo de compressor: ando um pouco 4 
jrente ¢é um pouco atraz. 

Tommy—What the deuce is your policy? 

lvan—The most logical one, as you see. 
It works so much easier that way.—A Careta (Rio de Janeiro). 
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I keep on going backward with my steam-roller. 


His Challenge—There was recently 
hailed into court a small Irishman to 
whom it was a new experience. But he 
was unabashed. 

“Prisoner at the bar,” called out the 
clerk, ‘“‘do you wish to challenge any of 
the jury?” 

“Well,” returned the Irishman, “Oi’m 
not exactly in trainin’, but Oi think 
Oi could go a round or two with 
that fat guy in the corner.”—Harper’s 
Magazine. 


Rather Damp Job—While in London 
on a holiday, a visitor went to have a 
look at the Thames. There was a steam- 
shovel at work out in the river and he was 
standing watching it. Suddenly he felt 
a tap on his shoulder and _ turned 
round to find a son of Erin standing 
there. 

“Say,” said he, “isn’t London a 
wonderful place? By gorry, now just 
look at that thing goin’ down there; 
now, look at it, isn’t that wonderful? 
But say, old man, I wouldn’t want 
to be the cove at the bottom filling 
that thing up, would ye?”—London 
Observer. 


EFFICIENCY 


The Old-Fashioned Way — The 
young hopeful of four years had been a 
source of continual vexation and trouble 
all through the meal, and at its finish a 
woman friend turned to the child’s 
mother and said: 

“Tf your boy belonged to me I 
shouldn’t stand so much of his nonsense 
at meal-times. I should give him a 
thrashing.” 

“But,” said the mother, “‘you can’t 
spank the poor little fellow on a full 
stomach.” 

“No,” said her friend, “but you can 
turn him over.”—Pittsburgh Chronicle 
Telegraph. 


Our Perseverance Required—“ How 
did you learn to skate?” a little boy was 
asked. 

“Oh,” was the innocent but significant 
answer, “‘by getting up every time I fell 
down.” —Christian Register. 


Successful Performance — “What 
did she say when you told her you had 
never kissed another girl?” 

“She thought a moment and said if I 
was telling her the truth, it must also be 
true that some people are born with an 
aptitude for doing certain things well.” — 
Birmingham A ge-Herald. 
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The Joys of Marketing in Berlin 





































“ Herr Wachtmeister, ich méchte mir irgendwo 
Bananen kaufen, wie geh ich da wohl am 
besten?” 

“Da jehn Se am besten riiber nach ’m 
Bahnhof, setzen sich in ’n Balkanzug und 
fahren nach Konstantinopel, da soll’t noch 
welche jeben!” 

“Officer, I'd like to buy some bananas. 
Where had I better go for them?” 

“Go right to the depot, miss; take a Bal- 
kan express and ride as far as Constantinople. 
There ought to be a few left there.”—Der 
Brummer (Zurich, Switzerland). 





Ud MLTOMGAS DGC LN 


ABERRATIONS 


mm UE NT 


Seannirtiinurnnurnmur, 





All Crazy—In western Georgia a jury 
recently met to inquire into a case of sui- 
cide. After sitting through the evidence 
the 12 men retired, and after deliberating 
returned with the following verdict: 

“The jury are all of one mind—tem- 
porarily insane!” —Case and Comment. 


A Sure Sign—Jim McKay’s baby is 
beginning to talk already, and it can’t be 
much more than six months old. At any 
rate, one of Jim’s friends says he sat 
alongside of Jim in a light-lunch café the 
other day and overheard Jim say, ab- 
sent-mindedly, to the waitress: ‘“ Dimme 
a jinky water p’ease.”—Philadelphia 
Evening Ledger. 


Gay Youth—“TI understand your boy 
went through college with flying colors.” 

“You might put it that way,” answered 
Mr. Cobbles, thoughtfully. 

“‘Aren’t you proud of him?” 

“Not particularly. He wore the loud- 
est socks, shirts and neckties of any boy 
in his class and his hatbands positively 
hurt my eyes.” —Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


Otherwise, Both Were Right—The 
visitor was being conducted through a 
state institution for the insane and his 
guide was an affable young man from the 
harmless ward whose keen intelligence 
made the visitor wonder why he was 
under restraint. 

Stopping in front of a padded cell they 
looked at a stout, short individual with a 
forelock draped over one eye and a pose 
characteristically Napoleonic. 

“Thinks he’s the Little Corporal, eh?” 
the visitor asked of the guide. 

“Yes; he’s had that hallucination for 
five years.” 

Across the corridor in another cell was 
an old man poring over a number of biue- 
prints. 


The Snob of the Circus 





“Dat plebs!” 
Periscoped above the madding crowd.— 
De Nieuwe Amsterdammer (Amsterdam). 


“What’s the matter with him?” 

“Poor chap,” laughed the guide, “‘he 
thinks that he has invented a submarine- 
proof ship. The hull of the ship is honey- 
combed with holes; when the war-head 
of the torpedo strikes, it goes into one of 
the holes and is held fast by its sides.” 

“But,” objected the visitor, “suppose 
the torpedo strikes between the holes?” 

“Tn that case,” said the guide as he 
shook with laughter, “it wouldn’t count 
and the submarine would be entitled to 
another try.” 

In the last cell was a middle-aged man 
at a high desk. He looked up as the 
others approached and nodded smilingly. 

““What’s the matter with him?” quer- 
ied the visitor. 

“Him? He’s hopeless; he believes that he 
isan authority on Income Tax legislation.” 


‘* Ah,” said the visitor, ‘‘and he isn’t?” 
“No, indeed!” replied the guide; “I 
am the only authority.” —The Kant Slip. 


Absent-Minded Beggar — “What’s 
wrong with the boss?” 

“You know he has been in the habit 
lately of going to a manicure parlor. 
You hold your hand in a little bowl of 
water, I believe.” 

“T know.” 

“Well, the minute the new stenog- 
rapher seated herself at his desk, he 
dipped his hand into the ink well.”— 
Kansas City Journal. 





| EDUCATION | 





Its Utility—* Do you think a classical 
education helps a man?” 

“Surely. It helps him to forget his own 
troubles by thinking about those of the 
Greeks and Romans.” —Brooklyn Citizen. 


His Status—‘‘Since your son came 
home from college I suppose he is strong 
for all kinds of uplift stuff?” 

“Well, he is strong for raising a rumpus 
but never makes any effort to try to help 
lift the mortgage off the house.”— 
Florida Times-Union. 


We Received Some on Our Birthday 














“Que ha pasado en la fabrica?—Que ha 
habido un incendio; pero empexo junto al al- 
macen de tabaco, y como este es incombustible, 
no pudo propagarse el fulgo.” 

“What happened at the tobacco factory? 
Why, a fire broke out, and when the flames 
reached the store-room containing those fa- 
mous Flor de Guano stogies, three firemen 
were overcome.”—Blanco y Negro (Madrid). 
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A Drawback—‘ My wife doesn’t like 
to use the telephone.” 

“Why not?” 

“On account of the telephone girls.” 

“T find them accommodating.” 

“Well, it jars her to have to get an- 
other woman’s permission before she can 
talk.”’—Lounisville Courier-Journal. 


Hereditary—The school teacher had 
punished Tommy so often for talking 
during school, and the punishment had 
been apparently without effect, that, as a 
last resort, she decided to notify Tom- 
my’s father of his son’s fault. So, follow- 
ing the deportment mark on his next re- 
port were these words: 

“Tommy talks a great deal.”’ 

In due time the report was returned 
with his father’s signature, and under 
it was written: 

“You ought to hear his mother.” 
Sunday School Times. 


Her Retort—H usband—Y our extrava- 
gance is awful. When I die you will prob- 
ably have to beg. 

Wife—Well, I should be better off 
than some poor women who never had 
any practice.—London Opinion. 

Going to the Opera—W i/e—Archi- 
bald, my mind is made up. 

Husband—Heavens! Is that artificial 
too?—London Ideas. 





Pedestal for a Russian Statue of Lib- 
erty 


Erected by the Bolsheviki—Novy Satirikon 
Petrograd). 

An Astounding Dissembler — 
‘What do you think of a man who will 
constantly deceive his wife?” 

“T think he’s a wonder!”—Cassell’s 
Saturday Journal. 


Force of Habit—‘‘ Why did your wife 
leave you?” 

“Force of habit, I guess. She was a 
cook before I married her.’”—Boston 
Transcript. 


The New Style in France 
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“* Madame, j'ai Phonneur de vous demander la main de mon filleul, votre fils. 
**Madam, I have the honor of asking for the hand of my godson, your son.” 


nette (Paris). 


La Baion- 





FARMERS 








AEN 


Farm Specialists 
In our little town, oh! sad to tell, 
There is a merchant who doesn’t know how 
to sell, 
A sawyer who doesn’t know how to saw, 
A teacher who doesn’t know how to teach, 
A preacher who doesn’t know how to preach, 
A painter who can’t paint very well, 
A printer who doesn’t know how to spell, 
An odd-jobs man with never a job, 
A cobbler who doesn’t know how to cobble, 
A miller who doesn’t know how to mill, 
A butcher who doesn’t know how to kill, 
A racer who doesn’t know how to race, 
A mason who doesn’t know how to mace, 
A clocksmith who cannat mend a clock, 
And a doctor who doesn’t know how to doc; 
And, since none of these are busy men, 
You will find them again and yet again. 
Ever anon and a few times more, 
*Round the stove in Mendolsen’s store, 
Each talking freely and through his hat, 
Deing the one thing they are expert at, 
Giving advice to farmers. 


The Prairie Farmer. 


Cyclonic—Two Kansas farmers met 
at the county seat shortly after a cyclone 
had visited that neighborhood. 

‘Well, sir,” said one of them, “she 
shook up things out my way, to be sure. 
By the way, Henry,” he added, “did that 
new barn of yours get hurt any?” 

“IT can’t say,” replied the second 
farmer. “I haven’t found it yet.”— 
Everybody's Magazine. 


He Wanted Good Ones—Farm vis- 
itor—I’d like to get a few hens. 

Farmer—What kind? 

Visitor—Good hens. The kind that 
says ‘‘ Now I lay me” twice every day, if 
you’ve got ’°em.—Boston Transcript. 





REPARTEE 





Bare Faced—The driver of the bus 
was ruddy of countenance, with a huge 
beard of the hue politely known as 
auburn. 

The taxi-man he was holding up eyed 
him, and then his face brightened. 

“‘Whatho, bussy!”’ he called coarsely; 
“T useter have a beard like that till I 
saw meself in the glass; then I cut it 
off.” 

But the bearded man was not dis- 
mayed. 

“Much better ‘ave left it on, mate,” he 
returned, gently. ‘“‘I useter have a face 
like yours till I saw it in the glass; then 
I growed this beard!’’—Tit-Bits. 
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| ANCESTRY 





Only Vone Father—Gus Peterson ha 
skal having awfule arguments vith vone 
of these har I. W. W. fallers and ha mak 
dis faller look lak 2 cent peaces. 

Dis Gus ha hav cupple drenks of viskey 
under his belts and ha yust lak tu start 
sum ting, so ha ven down by Vashington 
streets and dis I. W. W. ha vas talking 
from empty soaps box. Gus edge close up 
to hem and start tu ask qvestion. 

The I. W. W: poke fun at Gus and they 
passing sum vords back and fourth. 

“Vu bane hal for faller on talk,’’ Gus 
say, “but Ay ain’t tank yu care much for 
fighting.” 

“ Ay cum from fighting stock,” the I. 
W. W. faller say. “‘My forefathers cum 
tu dis country on Mayflower. Vat did 
your forefathers aver du?”’ 

“ Ay never have but vone father,” Gus 
say, “and Ay ain’t care if yu got sax 
father. Go git ’em and Ay skal lick 
the hole darn family.” —W ashington State 
Weekly. 


His Ancestors—He was always boast- 
ing about his ancestors, and one day 
employed a genealogist to hunt them up. 
In due time the connoisseur of pedigrees 
returned, and was cordially received by 
his patron. 

“So you have succeeded in tracing 
back my ancestors? What is your fee?” 

“Two hundred dollars.”’ 

“Isn’t that high?” objected the pa- 
tron. ‘“ What’s it for?” 

“Principally,” responded the geneal- 
ogist, “for keeping quiet about them.”— 
Tit-Bits. 


Hazy Genealogy—‘‘I can trace my 
descent in a direct line from one of the 
early kings of England,”’ she said. 

““Which one?”’ he asked. 

“T don’t recall the name. What kings 
did England have?’’—Springfield (O.) 
News. 


An Academic Question—‘Scient- 
ists are not fully agreed as to whether we 
are descended from monkeys, or mon- 
keys are descended from us,” said Mr. 
Twobble. 

“Let them fight it out among them- 
selves,” replied Mr. Dubwaite, calmly. 
“‘I can trace my lineage back 200 years 
and during that time none of my ances- 
tors lived in a tree and ate cocoanuts for 
dinner. That satisfies me. If I’m re- 
lated to a monkey, the relationship isn’t 
close enough to worry about.’’—Birming- 
ham A ge-Herald. 


Well Tried 


(Sz 
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Medical officer (assigning man to labor bat- 
talion)—Do you think you are fit for really 
hard labor? 

Hard Case—Well, sir, some of the best 


judges have thought so.—Passing Show 


(London). 


A Bit of Persiflage—A/den (showing 
heirlooms)—Here’s a faded old document 
that was written on board the Mayflower. 
It’s a receipt given by Thomas Dudley 
to my ancestor for two pounds which he 
had borrowed before they started. 

Atkins—Ah! Then your ancestor 
came across on the Mayflower in two 
senses. 

Alden—Yes, he really had the distinc- 
tion of being the first settler.—Boston 
Transcript. 





MUSIC 








Playing Himself—Patience—Harry 
says he’s going to be a singing comedian. 

Patrice—A what? 

Patience — A singing comedian —a 
funny singer, you know. 

Patrice—Oh, well, he’s that, all right. — 
Yonkers Statesman. 


He Wanted to Know—“ Did you tell 
Miss Green that it was a dinner you were 
inviting her to?” 

“Of course.”’: 

“But she brought her music? How 
did she get the notion we might be giving 
a concert, too?””—Dayton Herald. 


Fixing It—‘‘What are you playing 
there, Slambangski?”’ 

““A sonata I have just composed. I 
call it ‘Slambangski’s Celebrated Son- 
ata.”” 

‘How can it be celebrated if it has just 
been composed?” 

“Perhaps it isn’t. But it is just as well 
to give a composition a good name at the 
start.””—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


The Voice at a Discount—Fred— 
There seems to be a lot more fuss made 
over Miss A’s singing than over Miss 
B’s, and I’m sure Miss B has the richer 
voice. 

Tom—Ah, yes, but Miss A has the 
richer father.—Boston Transcript. 


The Way His Thoughts Are Running 
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De DuirtscHE DRIL-SERGEANT—K ijk recht voor je uit, Oostenrigk! 


Alléén op mij letten! 


German drillmaster—Eyes front, there, Austria! 


Eén—twéé! Eén—twéé! 


Keep in step! One! Two! One! Two! 


Watch me, I tell you!—De Amsterdammer (Amsterdam). 








How to Bag a Spy—In Three Lessons 


By Lawton 


MACKALL 





HE people who complain that 
German spies aren’t being 


caught fast enough, evidently } 
do not gomuchtothetheatre. f 
If they did, they would be & 


amazed and gratified to observe the 
rate at which the Hun villains are being 
nipped. And with what admirable 
regularity! Think of it!—by 10:45 
each evening no less than eight ram- 
bunctious boches are ready for intern- 
ment, or to be kept in after school, or 
whatever terrible thing it is that the 
Department of Justice does to spies. 

The mechanical device used by the 
Navy for trapping submarines is still a 
secret, but the mechanical device used by 
dramatists for catching spies is simple and 
well known. It is called the Last Act. Until this 
comes along the agents of the Wilhelmstrasse are per- 
mitted to snoop and plot at will, even to menacing 
the Nation and making the heroine jealous. Yet how- 
ever baleful their machinations, snoopifications, and 
so forth, the Last Act is more than they can cope with. 

There have been three of these dramatic spy- 
catcheries operating in New York this season. Two 
are still here, while the other has been transferred to 
duty in New England. (The reason for its departure 
has been withheld.) They are—if I may trust you 
not to let this military information get into the hands 
of the enemy—‘Seven Days’ Leave,” “An American 
Ace” (now officially renamed “Our Boys in France,” 
presumably as a result of the gambling investi- 
gation) ‘and “The Man Who Stayed at Home.” 

All three are built on the same system. 
The playwright turns loose a brace of spies, 
permits them to pester the hero and 
heroine, feeds them with false hopes 
and the audience with false fears; 
and then when everybody has had 
enough and it is time to put the 
quietus on Kaiserism so that the 
tired business man may adjourn 
in peace to a solacing cabaret 
—why, then the villains are 
foiled in a masterly fashion, 
and, to the tune of hearty 
hisses, marched off to their 
dressing-rooms under a 
heavy guard of supers. 

Of course the details differ. 
In “Seven Days’ Leave” the 
cool-headed hero outwits the 
Teuts by feigning pifflication, 
while the heroine, going in for even 
greater wetness, outraces a female 
watersnake in Annette Kellerman style. 
In “An American Ace” Lieut. Photo by 
Darrow (of New York, N. Y.) 
and the French peasant lassie 

-whose picture you see on 


















Mabel Withee and Kitty Doner practicing oriental setting- 
up exercises under Al Jolson’s watchful eye in “Sinbad.” 


all the magazine covers nowadays— 
having duly foiled the fiends, celebrate 
by mounting up in a canvas campanile 
or flapping belfry, tossing a few stray 
sentinels over the parapet, and then 
sprinkling the rest of the gas-works 
gang below with hand grenades. There 
is a jaunty air about it of “Take that 
for your spying!” 
More subtly snareful and less in the 
mood of a dime novel is “The Man Who 
Stayed at Home.” To enjoy this play 
it is not necessary to check one’s brains 
with the hat boy. For, strange to say, 
it is the hero, not the theatergoer, who 
is supposed to be a simp. But later 
in the evening this “‘slacker” hero turns 
out to be a sagacious spy-catcher—a dictaphone 
virtuoso, a crack shot at tell-tale carrier pigeons, a 
sleuth with a flair for nosing out wireless outfits in 
fireplaces. Moreover he bears up cleverly under 
the allegation of “white feather” in a way that 
‘would have been a lesson to Milt Shanks, the well- 
known Copperhead; who, poor devil, never learned 
how to be swagger, though scorned. Our stay-at-home 
friend was bright enough to make a comedy out of 
his Secret Service career, instead of a tragedy. To 
be sure, the heroine doubted him; but then, that was 
the only part she could take in the play. 

These three plays have no doubt furnished the 
Department of Justice with a wealth of practical sug- 
gestions as to how to detect enemy agents. One can 






imagine Mr. Gregory’s sleuths studying these dramatic. 


object lessons, notebook in hand, conning the dark 
methods of the Hun. If naturally alert they 
could glean such valuable hints as that: 
If a sinister individual persists in steal- 
ing about the premises like a cat, jumps 
when spoken to, and is addicted to 
drinking the Kaiser’s health in the 
dead of night, he is probably a 
suspicious character. 
If a lady resembling Brunhilda 
is found wearing a one-piece 
bathing suit, she will bear 
watching. 
If certain persons never 
look except darkly, and make 
a practice of standing close: by 
when Army officers are dis- 
cussing important secrets in a 
loud and hearty manner, there 
is a chance that they may be so 
unmannerly as to make this infor- 
mation the subject of their next 
wireless chat with the submarine in 
the offing. With the help of subtle 
eae Rese pointers like these, any ear- 
As. E. ABBE ea 
nest young man may within 
three acts learn to tell a spy 
from a hero. 
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From “Apri.” 





GRANDMOTHER: Your 
grandpa was mighty 
fond of that song. He 
heard Jenny Lind sing 
it. It almost made me 
jealous sometimes. 

Nan: Jealous? Of 
Jenny Lind? 

GRANDMOTHER: It 
does seem foolish like, 
but I always had the 
notion that if your grandpa 
had had more spunk he’d 
have just up and married 
Miss Lind. 


(In the Bull’s Eye) 
From “Tue Orr CHance” 


A hypnotic téte-a-téte. This 
dashing duke, whose wife feels 
that his conduct needs regu- 
lating, 1s now under the spell 
of a Mysterious Lady. 

Duxe (wonderingly): 
Who are you, anyhow? 

Lapy CARDONNELL: Your 
mother-in-law. 

Ethel Barrymore and Cyril 
Keightley. 
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(A bove) 
Also from “Aprit” 


And here, an act later and 
twenty years earlier (for this 
is one of those retroactive 
plays so popular nowadays) 
‘grandfather’ has been sing- 
ing that very song, but now he 
is only “father.” 

FaTHER: I’ve always said 
that most dogs have a heap 
more sense than men, and 
are more gifted than men, 
it ’pears to me. 

Nancy: Yes. Perhaps it 
was your singing that drove 
him out of the house. 







(Eyes Left!) 


From “Tue LitrLe 
TEACHER” 


Emity: Won’t you come 
and see me sometime? You 
know where I live. 

BatisTE: He know where 
you live? By gar! He 
know what time your candle 
go out every night! 
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The Way of These Plumbers 


By Private ALLAN J. Buck ey, Office of 
the Dirision Surgeon, Camp Devens 


ROOKIE, who was a steam- 

fitter in civil life, was as- 
signed to the Quartermaster’s 
Corps almost immediately after 
his arrival at camp. As there 
happened to be a lot of work 
for steamfitters about that time, 
the recruit was given plenty to 
do, and consequently didn’t have 
an opportunity to learn much 
about military courtesy. He was 
detailed to repair a leak in a 
steam pipe in the Captain’s office. 
Clad in his blue denims and with a few 
tools under his arm, he entered the office. 
The officers were busy, so he stood there 
for a few moments, shifting from one foot 
to the other until his patience became 
exhausted. 

Finally he exclaimed: ‘Where the 
devil are those pipes I’m supposed to 
fix?” 

A horrified Lieutenant jumped up and 
indignantly thundered: ‘“‘Young man, 
don’t you know that that is not the 
way to address an officer?” The re- 
cruit was taken aback for an instant, but 
smilingly said: ‘‘Aw, that’s all right, 
mister, I’m not a soldier, I’m a steam- 
fitter.” 


PENSIVE 





Drawn by H. Kroenert, Q. M. C., Barracks 527, Camp 
Funston, Ka 


Mary had a fountain pen 

From which the ink did flow, 

And every place her Sammy went, 
A note was sure to go. 


Tent aud Deck 
Wheezes Military and Naval 








Soa / z 2 
' — the following story which comes 
Drawn by LAUREN Stout, Co. E., 107th Infantry, Camp Wadsworth, 
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This Week’s Lucky Man—His Bit 
By Sercr. GIL_en, Aviation Section, Signal Corps, 
Scott Aviation Field, Belleville, Ill. 

Mepicat Lisutenant—And what is 
your ailment ? 

Aviation Recrurr—The roof of my 
mouth is sunburnt, sir. 

Mepicat Lirutenant—The roof of 
your mouth ? 

Aviation Recruit—Yes 
watching the airships. 


, sir, Pve been 














A Change for the Better 
By Don M. Ketrer, Co. A, 133d U. 8. Infantry 
UR Sergeant had been to the Offi- 
cers’ School learning the ins and 
outs of the hand grenades. In turn, it 
was his duty to instruct us, so one 
morning he said: 

‘Boys, tomorrow we shall have hand 
grenades.”’ After explaining all about 
them, he repeated, by way of impress- 
ing the instruction: “So, tomorrow, 
then, we shall have grenades.” Just at 
this juncture, a drowsy rookie who 
apparently hadn’t been paying the 
slightest attention, spoke up stupidly: 
““What’s that we’re going to have?” 

Thoroughly impatient, the Sergeant 
snapped: “Grenades! Grenades! We’re 
going to have grenades tomorrow.” 

“Thank God,” said the rookie, 
they’re going to give us something be- 
sides cornbeef and cabbage. 


One of His Order 
By Mayor C. W. Russet, Rich Field, Waco, Teras 
Seniry—Halt! Who’s there? 
Kitchen police (carrying a pan of pota- 
toes)—K. P. 
Sentry—* Advance, Knight of Pythias, 
with the countersign.”’ 





Editor. 
Each week, 
also, JUDGE 
awards $5 
for the best 
original 
joke re- 
ceived. 





Merely Delayed 
» By Lieut. Watson Wuite, Officers’ Class, 
Camp Stanley 


HE colored troops in the na- 
tional army are showing up 
well. Due, perhaps to some innate 
sense of the dramatic, they learn 
to stand at attention and execute 
“squads right”’ with great punc- 
tilio. Nor is the good nature and 
desire to please, so characteristic 
of the negro race, found wanting 
in the parade ground. Witness 


from Camp Travis: 

An old-time “hard-boiled” 
army sergeant was drilling a squad of 
negro recruits and initiating them into the 
mysteries of “‘squads right.”” One un- 
fortunate darky was a bit dilatory in ex- 
ecuting this movement, and the Ser- 
geant hurled a volume of language at his 
head which would have abashed an army 
mule, and the effect of which was intended 
to hurry his movements. But the negro 
grinned, with the sweet forbearance of one 
intent upon his duty. ‘‘ Yassa, boss,” he 
murmured, ‘‘ Yassa, I’se a comin’ right 
aroun’.”’ 


Force of Habit 
By Harry Wycxorr, Sergt. Co. C, 309th M.G. Battalion 
Captain (angrily)—Button up that 
coat; you'll catch cold. 
Married recruit(absently)— Yes,my dear. 


ASTOUNDING! 





sylvania 
Sailor—This is one of our new ships. She’s 
only a year old. , 
Country Gent—Gosh! 
whopper when she’s twenty-one! 


I'll bet she'll be a 
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The Notion Counter 


By Doucias Ma.iocu 


{eck is one crime I can’t overlook, 


and it is committed by the man 
who looks over my shoulder. 

It’s strange how a man’s stenographer 
now and then leaves out a word, when his 
wife never does. 

They gave me the last seat at the 
speaker's table the other night so I would 
be near the end. ; 
Obedience is the finest attribute a wife 
can have, and I dare any husband to tell 
® her so. 

We shall win the war if the Germans 
will please stick to the group photograph 
form of fighting. 

The train schedules were certainly not 
arranged by a man with a girl in the 
suburbs. 

We spend so much time magnifying our 
own ills I am afraid we minimize human- 
ity’s. 

‘She is a foolish wife who is jealous when 
her only rival is her husband’s business. 

We sometimes suspect that the central 
girl isn’t as handsome as her voice indi- 
cates. 

After a family moves it takes the 
housewife a long time to get over the 
momentum. 

A girl with her man at the front at 
least has the joy of knowing he is a man. 

It’s nice to drop the man in trouble a 
line, but better to drop him a rope. 

A policeman ought to know how to wipe 
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up a joint as well as a plumber does. 

Many of the eccentricities of genius are 
not eccentricities of but lack of. 

A.man can believe in the eternal verities 
without knowing what they are. 

About the only man who ever makes 
money by starting a suit is a tailor. 

It is always one thing or the other 
except that sometimes it is both. 

Humor is defined as something out of 
place, and a good deal of it is. 

Making somebody kiss the flag doesn’t 
help the somebody or the flag. 





























For a brief time W. L. Douglas 
worked for a farmer for his 
board and clothes and the 
privilege of attending school 
in Winter, practically the only 
period of his long and busy life 
that has not been spent in the 
shoe industry. 


IW LDOUGLAS 


“THE SHOE THAT HOLDS ITS SHAPE”’ 


$3 $3:50$4 $4.50 $5 $6 $7 & $8 
W. L. Douglas name and the 4 ~Op 
retail price is stamped on the %, 
bottom of every pair of shoes¢; 
before they leave the factory. 
The value is guaranteed and | 
the wearer protected against 
high prices for inferior shoes. 
You can save money by wear- 
ing W. L. Douglas shoes. The 
best known shoes in the world. 
"The quality of W. L. Douglas product is 
guaranteed by more than 40 years ex- 
perience in making fine shoes. The smart 
styles are the leaders in the fashion centres . 
of America. They are made in a well- “ Best in the World 
equipped factory at Brockton, Mass., by $3 $2.50 $2 
the highest paid, skilled shoemakers, under the direction and 
supervision of experienced men, all working withan honest deter- 
mination to make the best shoes for the price that money can buy. 
"The retail prices are the same everywhere. ey cost no 
more in San Francisco than they do in New York. They 


are always worth the price paid for them. 
CAUTION — Before-you buy be sure W. L. Douglas name 
and the retail price is stamped on the bottom and the in- 
side top facing. This is your only protection against 
high prices for inferior shoes. BEWARE OF FRAUD. 
Sold by over 9000 shoe dealers and 105 W.L.Douglas stores. If not conven- 
ienttocallat W.L.Douglasstore,ask your local dealer forthem. Takeno other 
make. Write for booklet, showing how to ordershoes by mail, postage free. 
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BOYS SHOES 

















Copyright, W.L. Douglas Shoe Co. 









Su, WHITE 
WY ( VALLEY GEMS 
Look and Wear Like Diamonds | 
Brilliancy guaranteed 25 years. Will 
cut glass. Stand acid and fire tests 
fy and scratch a file. Any style 14-K solid gold 
, ring, pin or stud, (regular diamond mount- 
ing) sent for Free Examination. No Money in Advance. 
White today for special prices and free catalog. 
WHITE VALLEY GEM CO., Mfg. Jewelers 
8&8 Wulsin Building Indianapolis, Indiana 















MONT RED CEDAR CHESTS 
Your choice of 90 styles of the famous 
Predmont genuine Southern Red 
edar Chests. 15 days’ free trial. We 





pay the freight A Piedmont protects 
"rs, woolens and plumes from moths, Dir t 
mice, dust and damp. Distinetively rome wae 






beautiful. Wonderfully useful and eco- Factory to Home | 
tomieal. Pays for itself in what it saves. Finest birthday, graduation or | 
Me ty Write today for big 64 page illustrated Catalog. Postpaid free. 

iedmont Red Cedar Chest Co., Dept. 39, Statesville, N. C. 
oe Eee 


Cortés CGARS : 


“MADE AT KEY WEST.— 
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Ubsdoriglas 


President 
W. L. DOUGLAS SHOE CO. 
145 Spark St., Brockton, Mass. 








The longer it takes to lick Germany the 
longer she will stay licked. 

The Lord loveth a cheerful giver and the 
devil a cheerful spender. 

Still I doubt whether our national air 
will ever be “‘ McAdoo’ll Do.” 

An American engineer can bore holes 
with either an auger or a gun. 

Women believe in advertising: that is 
why we have wedding bells. 

Wear an old dress this year so you can 
wear a new smile. next year. 

When a man sings at his work he isn’t 
so likely to swear at it. 

Many men mistake an ability to argue 
for an ability to reason. 

I have a cousin four times removed, 
but he keeps coming back. 


A good many dispositions seem to be 
saving too much sugar. 

Hemp might help in taking up the 
slack in the slacker. 


Still Experimenting 
Surgeon—Madam, I’ve performed ten opera- 
tions just like the one I am going to perform for 
you. 
“And did they recover?” 
“We can’t tell yet. This disease was only 
discovered two weeks ago.” 


In the Way 
Customer—I hear you discontinued your pre- 
scription department. 
Druggist—Yes. We found it interfered with 
our regular business. 
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Amusement 


Bom anaes mweny 9 1 iM er ea 


ELTINGE 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


BUSINESS BEFORE PLEASURE 


with BARNEY BERNARD & ALEXANDER CARR 
By Montague Glass and Jules Eckert Goodman 
WEST 42 ST. 


REPUBLIC site Wea ina 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


PARLOR, BEDROOM 
and BATH 


with FLORENCE MOORE & JOHN CUMBERLAND 


hit mnt) NA a “i LEEK 








W. 42nd St. Evenings at 8:30 
Matinees Wednesday and 
Saturday at 2:30 














NIGHTS 8: 30 
Sat. at 2:30 











“None can afford to miss it 
—all can afford to go” 


“CHEER UP! 1”? || ostietin 


Matinee 
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COHAN & HARRIS Siaci Wea ina'Sat: 239: | 


COHAN & HARRIS Present 
Funniest American Comedy of Recent Years 


A TAILOR-MADE MAN 


Extremely Novel, Clever Play by HARRY JAMES SMITH 
with GRANT MITCHELL 
Wm 


¥=\: PLA YHOUSE S32 20'S 
THE LITTLE TEACHER 


Greatest Comedy-Drama Since ‘“‘The Music Master’”’ 
By Harry James Smith, with MARY RYAN 
Evs. 8 Mats. Tues 


WINTER GARDEN “his 28% 2 


AL JOLSON 1s “SINBAD” 


BOOTH 45th W. of B’way. Evs. 8:30. Mats 


Wed. & Sat. at 2: 30. 











et SEVENTEEN 





39th nr. B’way. eve. § 8 30 


Maxine Elliott’s Mats. Wed. and Sat. 


EYES OF YOUTH iis 


ASTOR 45th & B’way. stats, Wor EM: ons. 
Clifton Crawford in FANCY FREE 
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An Intimate Reoue of 

i the New York Theatres : 
> = 
By L. M. : 


Aprit—Punch & Judy. A Dark Stranger 
tactlessly reveals a lady’s past and her 
might-have-been present. 

Betinpa—Empire. Ethel Barrymore flits 
on to a new comedy. 

Bic Scene, Tue; Ite; Tue Maip or 
France —Greenwich Village. Two 
conversational comedies and an Arctic 
startler. 

Bustness Berore PLeasure—Eltinge. 
The art of the moving picture author- 


itatively discussed by Messrs. Potash 
and Perlmutter. 

Cueer Up—Hippodrome. New York’s 
pet circus. 

CoprpeRHEAD, ‘THe—Shubert. Lionel 
Barrymore is hated by all but the 
audience. 

Cure ror Curasies, A—3oth Street. 


William Hodge, the Man from Home, 
is now a doctor from the country. 
Doti’s House, A—Plymouth. Nazim- 

ova as the Ibsen ingenue. 


Eves or Youtuo—Maxine Elliott. The 
mystic future, seen in Yogi's crystal 
peepshow. 


Fancy Free—Astor. As gay a show as 
ever Marilynn Miller ran away with. 

Fio-Fio. Cort. Lingerie exploitation. 

Goinc Up—Liberty. The source of 
“Tickle-Toe” and other dance propa- 
ganda. 

Jack O’LaNnTERN—Globe. Fred Stone 
continues his loony liltings. 

LitrLe TEacHEerR, THE—Playhouse. Ad- 
ventures of a wistful miss in a hard- 
shell community. 

Lomsarpbi, Ltp.—Morosco. Tito can 
make a zeppelin-shaped dowager look 
like sweet sixteen, but he can’t make 
money. 

Man Wuo Stayep at Home, Toe— 
48th Street. A sharp eye with a monocle. 

MARRIAGE OF ConventeNcE, A—Henry 
Miller. Slumping gracefully out of the 
movies, Billie Burke revives this worthy 
old comedy. 

Maytime—Broadhurst. Lavender and 
old lace, and other romance accoutre- 
ments. 

\Mipnicut Frotic—New Amsterdam Roof. 
The ideal place for sitting up with a 
sick friend. 

Nancy Lee—Hudson. A_ wide-eyed 
widow borrows six thousand dollars 
from a reckless youth, and is surprised 
at the follow-up. 


Ou, Lavy, Lapy!—Princess. Neat and 
nifty. 
On. Loox!—Vanderbilt. Genevieve To- 


ban is the reason for the exclamation. 
Parr oF Petticoats, A—Bijou. Norman 
Trevor tames a comely trouble-maker. 
Partor, Beproom ano Batu—Re public. 
Uproarious outrageousness. 


Potty with A Past—Belasco. Ina Claire 


conjures up this past, not with a Yogi’s ° 


crystal or a suddenly-darkened stage, 
but merely with a becoming French 
accent. 

Rainpow Gir_, THoe—New Amsterdam. 
An English Lord marries his butler’s 


niece, with the inevitable result—a 
musical comedy. 
SALoME; Lonesome Like; Tue Home 


OF THE FreE—Comedy. Assisted by 
the Washington Square Players, Mme, 
Yorska wriggles out of the famous seven 
veils. Also, a satiric comedy and an 
appealing one. 
Seven Days’ Leave—Park. 
matic spy fest. 
SEVENTEEN—Booth. Willie Baxter be- 
lieves that love is so sacred as to re- 
quire the commandeering of his father’s 
dress suit for wooing purposes. 
SERVANT IN THE House, THe—Vieux 
Columbier. Satire on pharisaism. 
Sick-a-Bep—Gaiety. Two quacks and a 
duck of a “nursie.”’ 
Sinsap—W inter Garden. 
harem troubadour. 
Tarttor-Mape Man, A—Cohan & Harris. 
An under dog becomes a social lion. 
Ticer Rose—Lyceum. Canadian ro- 
mance and Belasco realism. 


Melodra- 


Al Jolson as a 


Had a Liberal Education 
Hewitt—I am a graduate of two universities. 
J ewett—That’s nothing; I have filled out my 
draft questionnaire and filed my income tax 
report. 


Why He Thought So 
The optimist—What makes you think their 
marriage will be a failure? 
The pessimist—They 
make it a success. 


The Cause 
“Too bad about Kurley. 
taken to drinking again; 
cured.” 
“He was; but he 
prohibition state.” 


I hear he has 
thought he was 


took his vacation in a 








have everything te- 








A Valuable Tip 


UDGE was one of the three 
most popular publications in the 
camps in a list including all the 

leading magazines. 

“The happy medium,” Judge, furnishes 
welcome relaxation for war-strung nerves. 

Stick a Ic stamp on the cover of this issue, 
according to postmaster Burleson’s advice, and 
drop in the mail; the Government will send 
it to soldiers or sailors at the front. Do this 
every week, and you’ll make life that much 
cheerier for the men in camp and “over there.’ 

Or send us a dollar and a soldier’s or 
sailor’s name and address —either at camp 
or at the front—and we'll send him the next 
13 issues. Address 





Judge, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
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Mud and Mules 
URING the muddy weather last 
D week Sergeant Dunn was observed 
on his way to the stables in the 
mud up to his neck. When asked if he 
needed help, the “‘ Battler” replied, “No, 
[ have a good horse under me.” 

Private Norman L. Miller has returned 
from the Base Hospital. Norman says 
he is going to get even with the mule that 
sent him there. Private Charles Daniels 
of Pittsburgh is the latest victim. He 


Before and After at Camp Wadsworth 





was standing on the manger repairing a 
window and while his back was turned the 
mule maneuvered into position and 
dealt him a blow in the left leg. “Dan” 
says those mules can reach you as long 
as you are in the same parcel post zone.— 
Private George Wood, in Camp Dix Times. 


Putting Him in His Place 

During some recent maneuvers a raw 
recruit had been told off as orderly. 

On reaching the marquee where the 
oficer was, he poked his head in and 
bluntly inquired: 

“Have ye anything for me to do, mis- 
ter?” 

Disgustedly laying down his cigar, the 
officer exclaimed: 

“Why the deuce don’t you introduce 
yourself in a proper manner? Sit down,” 


en 














SEX OLOGY 


by William H. Walling, A.M., M. D. 


imparts in a clear wholesome 
way, in one volume: 


Knowledge a Young Man Should Have 

Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have 

Knowledge a Father Should Have 

Know pet Father Should feet to His Son 

Medical e a Husband Should Have 

Knowledge a — oman Should Have 

Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have 

All in one volume, Knowledge a Mot Should Have 

Iiustrated. | Know’ + a Mother Should cone to Her Daughter 

$2.00 postpaid Medical wledge a Wife Should Have 

Write for “Other People’s Opinions’’ and Table of Contents 


PURITA AN PUB. CO., 792 Perry Building, PHILA., PA. 
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FUN FROM THE FIGHTERS 


Good Things in Our Army and Navy Publications 
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he added, “‘and I will show you how to 
report yourself.” 

The “rookie” seated himself, and the 
officer, proceeding to the entrance, walked 
briskly into the tent, saluted and said: 

“Orderly for the day, sir. Have you 
any orders for me?” 

The recruit calmly picked up the dis- 
carded cigar from the table and, between 
puffs, laconically replied: 

“No, there’s very little doing today. 
You can hoof it!”—Trench and Camp. 


¢ 


THE CANTEEN 











eo 
—~— 


























= 








Sm. Co- 


came 
WADS WORTA 


THE NEXT DAY 


—Seventh Regiment Gazette 


Heinie’s Chips 
From Our Navy 


A Retaliatory Hope 

Germany is furnishing its citizens with paper 
trousers. Some hungry square-head will now 
invent the scheme of selling advertising space 
on the seat of his pants. Hope the Kaiser and 
the Clown Prince have to wear paper pants 
‘“‘Sand Paper” pants for the Kaiser and “‘ Fly 
Paper” pants for his darling boy. 


“Hey, You!”’ 

The “festive boot” was enjoying himself. 
He was up in the bow of the boat chewing 
gum a mile a minute, with his bare feet stick- 
ing over the gunwhale. Just about this time 
a nice shiny Ensign spotted the “festive 
boot” and thus addressed him, “Hey, you, 
take that gum out of your mouth and put 
your feet in!” 

Black Hens 

Just a little memo: Black hens are clev- 
erer on their feet than white hens, for a black 
hen can lay a white egg, but a white hen could 
never, never lay a black egg. (This remark 
was made on a Tuesday, which is my day 
for thinking.) 








GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 


“Its Purity Has Made It Famous” 


LLM nti dt 





|Boston Garter| 







are sold in 
men’s wear shops 
(Mm) from coast to coast. 


ease, efficiency 
and long life. 
The high grade 






webbing gives a 25¢ 35¢ 50c 
firm, resilient and l GEORGE FROST CO. 
comfortable hold. MAKERS, BOSTON 




















Night in Camp 





Attack 


—Wadsworth Gas 


Too Busy Between Meals 
““What do you think of the Army as far as 
you have gone?” inquired a sergeant of a newly 
arrived recruit at camp. 
“T may like it after a while, but just now I 
think there is too much drilling and fussing 
around between meals,” was the reply.—Tyrench 














and Camp. 
PRESS CLIPPING 


ROMEIKE’ BUREAU 


We will send you all newspaper clippings which 
may appear about you, your friends, or any 
subject on which you may want to be “up-to- 
date.’” Every newspaper and periodical of im- 
portance in the United States and Europe is 
searched. Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices. 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 














Hotel Marseilles 


Broadway and 103 Street —_ Dork City 


A MAGNIFICEN1 FIREPROOF HOT 
SUBWAY ENTRANCE AT DOOR 


Room & Bath, $2.50 per day up 


CLIFFORD A. STORM, MGR. 
Booklet on request 
























N. B. C. Oatmeal —_ 
Make a Fine Breakfast Food 


Just try them. N. B. C. Oatmeal Crackers contain oat- 
meal in its most delicious form. Always fresh, crisp and 
ready to serve, a few N. B. C. Oatmeal Crackers make a 
tempting breakfast food when served with a bowl of rich, 
fresh milk—hot or cold as you prefer. 


Jennie 
By Tuomas EpGELow 


N these days when everything points 
so much towards Socialism, compari. 
sons are more than ever odious. Fos 

example, to walk up the Avenue on one 
of these sunny Autumn days and to seethe 
luxury—the heedless extravagance of the 
pampered daughters of Manhattan, whose 
millionaire fathers and husbands seem 
only to urge them to greater expenditures 
—and then to compare all this with the 
lives of some others, well, it makes one 
think. 

There is, for instance, the case of Jennie 
—and Jennie is a particular friend of 
mine. I don’t often see her, for my lot is 
not cast in the dark places of the earth, 
while poor little Jennie works hard all the 
time in a kind of subterranean basement. 
Still, I often make a point of it to be 
around on Saturday afternoon just to get 
a glimpse of Jennie as she comes up in the 
elevator to snatch what little rest and 
recreation she can before the inexorable 
Monday morning draws her back to per- 
petual toil. 

I never say much to her and she never 
speaks to me—and I often move out of her 
way as I am afraid my sympathetic 
glance may subtly annoy her. I meet her 
always at the corner of Fifty-sixth Street 
and Seventh Avenue—often when more 
fortunate ones are on their way to a con- 





Sweetened just right—so sugar is saved. You eat as 
many as you want, and no more. That means no waste. 


N. B. C. Oatmeal Crackers are a popular food at the morm- 
ing meal. They add a variety that is always welcomed by all. 


NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY 
Pf Uneeda Biscuit 








| cert at Carnegie Hall. Jennie never goes 
| to concerts. 


Jennie has no time for the 
beautiful things of life, but last Saturday 
I am glad to set it down, Jennie did have 
one bit of fun to cheer the sadness of her 
days. Jennie lay down and rolled in the 


| dust on Seventh Avenue, for—as you 


must have guessed—Jennie is one of the 
mules who work all the week in the new 
subway, to be hauled to the surface 
in a box-like cage every Saturday after- 
noon. 


A Change 
Human beings are as prone to hero worship 
as ever they were, but heroes aren’t what they 
used to be. 


Between Friends 
Jack, that 


Has she 


she’s the 
the right 


“Are you sure, 
right kind of a girl? 
judgment?” 

‘““Why should you doubt her?” 

“Well, she has selected you.” 


Leave It to Bragg 
“ Bragg enlisted, I hear. I wonder what kind 
of a soldier he’ll make.” 
“Don’t worry. He’ll give a good account of 
himself.” 


Danger! 
Bayonet fighting holds no terrors for the 


average gob who gets shaved by a Navy bar 
ber.—The Naval Reserve. 
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‘‘He’’ will read this advertisement in ‘‘some 
newspaper”’ ‘‘somewhere.” He will also know 
that you read it, provided you act promptly and 
send him a Smileage Book today. 

There are orphans in the army and they need 
some kind friend to adopt them and see that 
“‘they’’ are properly entertained in camp— 
SMILEAGE will do this for you. 
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Facts About Smileage Books 


1. Smileage Books are books containing coupons entitling a soldier to admission to 
any entertainment held in Liberty Theatres, Liberty Tents, etc., National Army 
Cantonments and National Guard Camps in U. S. A. 

2. Smileage Books are issued by Military Entertainment Committee, under Svper- 
vision of War Department. 

3. Smileage Books containing 20 coupons cost $1.00 each. Smileage Books contain- 
ing 100 coupons cost $5.00 each. The prices of entertainments range from five 
to twenty-five cents. 

4. Smileage Books are for use in Liberty Entertainments in National Army Can- 
tonments and National Guard Camps only. They do not apply to naval training 
stations or other camps. 

5. Smileage Books are on sale by local Smileage Committee everywhere throughout 
the country. 

6. There is space on each book for name of soldier and name of person sending 
book. Smileage Books are transferable to soldiers in Uniform. They can be 
used by Civilians only when accompanied by a soldier. 

7. Sixteen theatres have been built. Chautauqua tents erected. A complete 
schedule of entertainments arranged. 

8. Smileage Books are needed for our million of soldiers. Buy yours today—send it 
at once to your soldier. 


PY Uneeda Biscuit 


“Make Him Smile All the While” 


OU can do so today by sending him a SMILEAGE 
BOOK. Smileage admits him to a camp theatre 
where he can see the finest dramatic talent, 
Broadway successes, leading vaudeville stars and listen 

to the finest lectures for a mere pittance. This diversion 
increases his efficiency. It makes him doubly valuable to 
Uncle Sam and doubly dangerous to Kaiser Bill. It hastens 
a victorious peace. Can you, then, as a patriot, deny him 
this? Can you say that you have done your full duty? 


War demands sacrifices. He is making his—that boy 
who has given up the comforts and luxuries that you today 
have for the perils and rigors of life at the front. Death is 
ready to shake his hand; the star shells invite him to his 
end—the vultures soar overhead. How paltry, then, are our 
sacrifices compared to his. 

This boy is in the training camp now making himself fit 
for the call ‘‘over there.’ Strength and courage he gets from 
army morale. Morale—and Napoleon said without morale 
there could be no army—he gets from ceaseless, grueling 
drill and healthy diversion. One is as important as the other. 
The Committee on Training Camp Activities has arranged 


one program; Gen. Pershing the other. A host of stars 
have volunteered their services. Your co-operation remains. 
Buy a Smileage Book today and make a soldier happy. 

Manufacturers and employers are urged to send a Smile- 
age Book every month to each of their boys now in the train- 
ing camps. 

Fill out the coupon now. Send it to “‘ Judge.” 

Every dollar goes for the soldiers! ‘“‘ Judge’s’’ services 
are given without charge or expense. 
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SMILEAGE COUPON 


Turn over to your local Smileage Committee or send to JUDGE’S Smileage Fund, 
| 225 Fifth Ave., New York City. 


| : $1 Smileage Books  __....... 


..$5 Smileage Books 


My name.. 


| My address 


<a lean anni Pee ee ee 
i (Currency, Check, P. O. or Express Money Order) 

NOTE: Orders may also be sent to the Military Entertainment Council, Commis- 
| sion Training Camp Activities, 19th and G Streets, Washington, D. C 









































| HEADACHE 
| TABLETS 


27 YEARS THE ENEMY OF PAIN 


fr Headaches, 
Neuralgias, 
LaGrippe 2n2Colds 
Women's Aches ana Ills, 
Rheumatic 222 Sciatic Pains 
Sisk Jour Draggst For AX Tablets 





The Antikamnia Chemical Co. St. Louis 


SEXUAL. 
KNOWLEDGE— 


ILLUSTRATED 
By WINFIELD SCOTT HALL, M_D., Ph.D. 
SEX FACTS MADE PLAIN 
What every young man and 
Every young woman should know 
$1 00 What every young husband and 
° Every young wife should know 
Postpaid ald — os — should know 
din o adin 
i ee Table of contente, ond commendertone mereens. 


AMERICAN PUB. COMPANY, 509 Winston Bldg., Philadelphia 


















WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 

you wealth. Write for “Needed Inventions” and “How to 

Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., 
j Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 











‘ Training 
“It takes a lot of training these days to 
{ absorb all the misinformation in the 
papers.” 
“Well, most of us have been brought up on 
the text books in the public schools, haven't 
wer 
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600 ROOMS 
400 BATHS 








HOTEL MARTINIQUE 


Broadway, 32d Street 


One Block from Pennsylvania Station 
Equally Convenient for Amusements, Shopping or Business 


157 Pleasant Rooms $2.50 PER DAY 


with Private Bath, 


257 Excellent Rooms, with Private $3.00 PER DAY 


« Bath, facing street, southern exposure 


Also Attractive Rooms for $1.50 
The Restaurant Prices Are Most Moderate 








_ Prose and Cons | 
By P.M. 


Too Big to Lose 
With so many people clamoring for the head 
of George Creel; it’s no wonder he loses it 
occasionally.—Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


But he doesn’t. You can’t lose a bass- 


drum. 
* x * 
Teutonic Amazons 

The enemy is known to have suffered heavy 
casualties from our artillery fire before opening 
his attacks. His /asses in to-day’s fighting were 
equally severe.” —New York Evening Sun. 

So the Boche have their “‘ Ladies from 
Hell,” too. 

Wuxtra! 

There are a large number of persons living in 
this country who were born in Germany, or of 
German parentage.—T7he Bellman. 

Now, what do you know about that! 

* * * 
Half a Heart 

Half-soled breeches and half-soled shoes are 

I wear them and gladly 


badges of honor. 
Secretary McAdoo. 


recommend them. 

Hey, wait a minute, Mr. Secretary! 
We don’t wear badges in those places. 

* * * 
How She Touched Him 

“T’ll be glad if you get him,” she said at last, 
and reached out and touched him with a faint 
smile.—Strand Magazine. 


Recommended to wives married to 
incorrigible tightwads. 
* +: * 
A Contraband Selection 

So rare have intoxicating liquors become in 
dry West Virginia that they are being locked in 
safes. When J. W. Bee, Prohibition officer at 
Charleston, conducted a raid on a pool room, 
suspected of being a speakeasy, no contraband 
was found until the safe was opened. There 


twenty-six pints of booze was discovered.— 
Westerville American Issue. 

The new burglar will have to equip 
himself with a corkscrew and a demijohn 
if he hopes to make good. 























“No Man’s Land” 


By David Robinson 
HIS clever'picture, in full colors, just as it 
appeared on the cover of a recent issue of 
JUDGE, mounted on a heavy mat, 11 x 14, ready 
for framing, makes an attractive decoration for 
any man’s “Land.” 
It will be mailed post free upon receipt of 
twenty-five cents, cash or stamps. Write 


Judge Art Print Department 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 














Many people move in society because 
they find it cheaper than paying rent. 























New York 










































“The mission of this paper is to preach the 
gospel of cheerfulness” 
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Copyright, 1918, by Leslie-Judge Company. 
Entered at the Post-office at New York as 
second-class mail matter 
Cable address “ Judgark,” Telephone 6632 Madison Square 
Published weekly by Leslie-Judge Company. 
Brunswick Building, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York. 
John A. Sleicher, President. Reuben P. Sleicher, Sec). 
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SUBSCRIPTION RATES 
One year, 52 numbers - 
Six months, or 26 numbers - 
Thirteen weeks - 2 

Payable in advance or by draft on New York, or by express 
postal order. 2 a al 

The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright in bot! 
the United States and Great Britain. : 

If JUDGE cannot be found at any newsstand, the publishes 
will be under obligation if that fact be promptly reported 0 
postal card or by letter. - 

BACK NUMBERS: Present year, 10 cents per copy; 191", 
10 cents; 1916, 20 cents, etc. 

Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, and Mes- 
ico. To Canadian Provinces add 50 cents a year for postage; 
all foreign countries add $1.00 a year. a 

JUDGE cannot undertake to return unsolicited manuscrf 
or drawings uneless they are accompanied by full postage 
that purpose. 
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Judge is printed by the Schweinler Press 
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“Sergeant Binks is recovering from a severe fall.”’ 


“What did he do? Got onto one of those rotten 
branches of the service? ”’—Jack o’ Lantern. 


Velvet 
AVE you seen any of those magazines 
with one-cent stamps already on them 
so you can send them to soldiers?” 
“Veah; I had a dickens of a time getting the 
stamp off of one the other night.”—Penn State 
Froth. 


Of Course 
Drawing Teacher—What? Forgotten your 
pencil again? What would you think of a sol- 
dier without his gun? 
Frosh—I'd think he was an officer.—Burr. 


Just Then 
Just as the stars began to peep, 
Just as the daylight went to sleep, 
Just as the shades commenced to creep— 


I kissed her! 


as the flowers ceased to bloom, 

as the night put on its gloom, 

as her husband left the room— 

I kissed her! — Tiger. 


Just 
Just 


Just 


Interpreted 
Guest—Noodle soup, veal with tomato sauce, 
and a cream puff. 
Waiter (who has been at the front)—Bowl of 
submarines, camouflage the calf, hurl me a 
custard grenade.— Panther. 


Probably 
Proph—Why do they call this arm bone the 
humerus? 
Soph—Probably, because it’s next to the 
funny bone.—Punch Bowl. 


With the Gliese Wits 


hrepressible, Joyous, 


RUBBER 


Buckskin Quality "7zE 
(| Prices Lowestin America 
_| 4000 Miles Guaranteed Sent on Approval 


HE price of BUCKSKINS is low, but the 
quality is as high as any tire made—and 
BUCKSKINS wear as long. Some thrifty 
users tell of 7,000, 8,000 and 10,000-mile service, and 
rarely does a BUCKSKIN fail to outlive its 4,000-MILE 
GUARANTEE. Quick adjustment, if necessary. 
We sell from factory to you for cash. We 
have no expensive branches, no middlemen’s 
commissions to pay, no credit losses. We give 
you what we save in the form of lower prices. 
And we repair BUCKSKINS free any 
time, no matter how far run. 
© 3 Send for price list 
Express Prepaid 7 .ccr"estimo. 
nials. When check accompanies order, we ship 
ee anywhere in U. S. or Canada prepaid. If 
What He Meant in a hurry for tubes or tires, send letter with 


“Wh; 9 ve »¢ “¢ age?” | size, type and whether plain or non-skid 
Whadda ya me an, amouflage = | tread is desired, and we will ship promptly. 
“They’re makin’ the bottoms of the cups C. O D. shipments, subject to inspection, 
rough so you think you have sugar!’’—Record. 















rrespousible 


Oh, Never Mind! 
St. Francis Desk Man—Before you leave lll 
have the porter inspect your room. 
Stude—Oh, never mind; I don’t think I left 
anything in it. 
Desk Man—Yes; that’s what I’m afraid of.— 
Chaparral. 


Our Attractive 
Basket Weave 
Non-Skid Tread 








if desired. 


The L. & M. Rubber Co. 
Cross Street, Carrollton, Ohio 
Manufacturers of Rubber Goods Since 1904 


A Confession 18-16 








When you've bats in your belfry that flut, 


When your “comprenez-vous” rope is cut, 

When there’s nobody home V | C E 

In the top of your dome— a: 
Then your head’s not a head; it’s a nut. “i Me x 


oa” 


— Awgwan. 










Your own Regiment 
and Company Included. 


Special Prices on orders of six or more. 
CATALOG FREE 
Cc. K. GROUSE CO., Manufacturers, 
121 Bruce Ave. tt North Attleboro, Mass. 


. 
Clear Your Skin 
e 
While YouSleep 
Ld * 
with Cuticura 
All druggists; Soap 25, Ointment 25 £50, Talcum 25. 
Sample each free of “Cuticura, Dept B, Boston.” 


Any Branch of 
the Service. 
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His Motto 

| Said the ardent lover, as he successfully 
terminated a rigorous campaign: “To the 
victors belong the goils.”—Medley. 


* Yaah! 


But you ought to see the Dachshund.” 
—Tiger. 








Will You Help Us Get to 
‘ “Sea Breeze”? 


With the hot sun beating down on their 
frail underfed bodies—with no hape of re- 
lief in sight—the little children and tired 
mothers of the slums are facing another 
grim summer in their empty lives. 


Help Us Give These Unfortunates a Chance for Health 











| 


Sea Breeze—the Association’s fresh air home—gives the one chance 
for rest, nourishment and care for many of these families each year— 
but help is needed at once if we are to provide for the long waiting list. 










George 

Will you give—just a little? Allow 60 cents a day or $4.00 a week for Tape 

each one whom you will send as your guest. 105 E. 22dSt., 
. ‘ y ew Yor 

Y Enclosed is $....+« 


The New York Association for Improving the Condition 
of the Poor 


P with which you are 








Room 250 105 East 22d Street New York 
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Buyer’s Guide for Judge’s Readers 


You can learn a great deal about what you’re thinking of buying by 
writing to the manufacturers for their catalogs—especially if you don’t 
know of a convenient store where you can look at the goods themselves. 

Most manufacturers publish complete catalogs about their products, 
and are glad to send these to any inquirer w ho is genuinely interested. 


Even if you’re not sure of buying the article right now, 
“read up 


thing to send for the catalog and 


it’s a good 
on it; then when you are 


ready to buy you'll be sure of buying the right product, and you’ll know 
exactly the kind of service you can expect from it. 

And frequently your finding out more about it now will make you 
want to get it a good deal sooner than you anticipated. 

Here are some brief reminders typical of the great variety of prospective 


purchases you can learn about through the 


Accountancy—Executive accountants command 
salaries. Thorough training by mail in spare time. Low 
tuition fee—easy terms. Free book of Accountancy facts. 
La Salle Extension University, Dept. 482— Chicago. 


Agents—-Young men and-young women (17 to 21 pre- 
ferred) to help introduce Judge and Leslie's to homes in 
their communities. Subscription sales—no single copy 
sales. Earn from $5 to $25 a week in spare time. Give 
population and description of town or territory you think 
you can cover Sub-Agency Dept., Leslie-Judge Co. 
225 Fifth Ave., New York City. 


Art Study—Simple method of training by mail in spare 


big | 


| to order shoes by mail sent by W. L. 


time Write for terms and list of successful students 
Associated Art Studios, 81-B Flatiron Bldg., New York | 
City. 


Automebile Jacks—If your dealer happens not 
have Weed Chain-Jacks, write to American Chain Co., 
Inc., Bridgeport, Conn.; for full information. 


Books—Sexual Knowledge, illustrated by Winfield Scott 
Hall, M. as Ph.D. Table of contents and commendations. 
on reques' American Pub. Co., 309 Winston Bldg 
Philadelphia, . 

Canoes-——Free catalog from Old Town Canoe Co., 1746 
Main St., Old Town, Me. 

illustrated catalog Ry) 
. Dept. 32, Statesville, N.C 


Cedar Chests—Great news 
Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co. 


Correspondence Courses—Courses in engineering. 
architecture, chemistry, salesmanship, illustrating, book- 
keeping, traffic management, automobile operation, 
culture, ete., etc. Free part jiculars about correspondence 
courses in any subject in which you are interested. 


to | 


advertising columns of JUDGE: 


Ointment—Samples of Cuticura Soap, Ointment and 


Talcum Free. Cuticura, Dept. B., Boston, Mass. 

Patents— Write for ‘*‘ Needed Inventions"’ and ‘* How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money" free. Randolph & Co.., 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, W hington, D. C. 


booklet showing how 
Douglas Shoe Co., 


Shoes—$3 to $8 per pair. Free 


145 Spark St., Brockton, Mass. 
Very confortable 


Shoes— Designed by army surgeons. 
Herman 


and long wearing ree catalog from Jos. M. 
Shoe Co., 1016 Albany Bldg., Boston, Mass. 


Service Rings—<Any branch of the service your own regi- 
ment and Company included. Catalog free. C. T. Grouse 


| Co., 121 Bruce Ave., North Attleboro, Mass. 
Sexology—-By Wm. H. Walling, A. M.. M. D. Write 
for ‘Other People’s Opinions” and Tabie of Contents. 


free. C 


| trated book. 


agri- | 


tion present occupation. International Correspondence 
Schools, Box 3576, Scranton, Pa 
Foot Remedy—"' Fairyfoot"’ treatment sent free. Foot 
Remedy Co., 3594 West 26th St., Chicago, Il. 
Gems—Look and wear like diamonds. Catalog and | 
special prices free. White Valley Gem Co., mfg. jewelers, 


828 Wulsin Bidg., Ind. 

Health—Free copyrighted books, ‘‘Conscious Evolu- 
tion’ and ‘‘ The Science of Life’’ sent by Alois P. Swoboda, 
2136 Berkeley Bidg., New York City. 


Indianapolis, 


Insurance—Full particulars of any kind of life insurance 
request The_ Prudential Insurance Company of 
Newark, N. J. Branches in all leading cities 


on 
America, 


| dealer ¢ = ‘t Supply write the Kelly-Springfield 
Men- | 


Puritan Pub. Co., 792 Perry Bldg., Philadelphia, Pa. 
Soap—Samples of Cuticura Soap, Ointment and Talcum 


uticura, Dept. B., Boston, Mass. 


Ten-Pinnet—Bowling without pin-boys—Money-mak- 
ing business opportunity on small investment. Easy 
yayments out of profits. Full particulars free. Ten- 
*innet Co., Dept. 2543, Indianapolis, Ind 


Free illus- 
Cross St., 


4,000-mile 
and M. 


guarantee. 


Tires—Low prices, 
Rubber Co., 


he L. 
Carrollton, O. 


Tires—If you want tires of highest quality: and your 
ire Co., 200 
West 57th for name of nearest aealer 


who can. 


ew York City, 


Typewriting—New way, easy way. Only 10 lessons. 
Guaranteed to increase your speed to 80 to 100 words per 
minute. Entire course on trial. 32-page book free. he 
Tulloss School, 8544 College Hill, Springfield, Ohio. 


various 
Chese- 


Vaseline—lIllustrated booklet describing the 
‘Vaseline’ preparations and their many uses, free. 
brough Mfg. Co., 35 State St., New York City. 


Watches—Any watch you want, 
easy payments. 112-page jewelry 
Ware Co., Dept. 872, St. Louis, Mo. 


on 30 days’ trial and 
catalog free. Alfred 


Zymole Trokeys for 2c Frederick 


Stearns & Co., Detroit, 


Sample 
Mich. 


stamp. 


The farmer's wife—Well, 
| real good lecture course and there seems 
| to be something going on about every 
| evening in the village. 

The summer girl—But when it comes to 
| really good things I suppose you get left. 


we have in the city, I suppose you never 
heard of bridge or tangoing. 

The farmer's wife—I have heard al] 
about them. 

The. summer girl—But of course that 
isn’t like really doing them. Oh, you 
have no idea of how perfectly delightful 
they are, aren’t they, mamma? Just 
think, I know sixteen different dancing 
steps! And here you—well, you have my 
sy mpathy! 


The horrified boarder—And you get up 
at five o’clock every morning the year 
through? Horrors! I rebel because | 
have to get up at eight or nine! And you 
haven’t been to the city for twenty years? 
My soul and body! And you have lived 
right here in the country all of your life? 
Tell me, how do you stand it? 

The farmer's wife—Oh, I don’t mind it. 

The horrified one—Y Well, | 
suppose that you were made that way! 
| ZI wasn’t. I should die if I had to live in 
the country the year through. It’s nice 
enough for a few weeks in the summer, 
but as for living here in the winter— 
horrors! And you really /tke it? 

The farmer's wife—Yes, I do. 

The horrified one—How you can is 
beyond me! But it takes all kinds of 
people to make a world. 





very useful place in life, but as for me, | 
want the broader outlook and the wider 
field of action. Don’t you ever find your- 
self feeling rather cramped and limited 
| in opportunity? 
The farmer's wife—I got too much to do 
| to have any time to feel that way. 

The new woman—Yes? Well, of course 
all of us can’t rise to the heights, as it 
were, and I suppose that it is true that the 
little stones are needed in the wall as 


| 
The new woman—Of course you fill a 














Said to bed Farmer’s Wife 


. H ARBOUR 


RS. re saa Mf course it is 
LV lovely in the summer time with 

all the nice fruit and vegetables; 
but oh, the winter! Don’t you dread the 
winter? 

The farmer's wife—I don’t know that | 
do. 

Mrs. Van Slamm—I should go mad in 
the country in the winter time. I don’t 
see how you stand it. It is fortunate that 
we do not all think alike. 

The farmer's wife—I suppose it is. 

Mrs. Van Slamm—I don’t see how you 
ever keep warm in the dead of winter. 


I sometimes say to my folks on terrible 
winter mornings, ““What must it be like 
to-day up there on the farm where we 
spend a part of the summer? Shut in as 
you are, too. The country is all right for 
a little while in the summer but when it 
comes to the winter—excuse me! 


The summer girl—And you have never 
been to the movies? Only think, mamma! 
She has never been to even the movies! 
And you never heard a musical comedy 
like “ The Yellow Cat” or “The Blue 
Widow?” But then I suppose one could 
hardly expect anything really good in so 
small a place as your village. What do 
you do for entertainment? 


much as the larger ones. But even you 
country women could broaden if you 
would. What you need is to have your 
dormant powers aroused and really dis 
cover yourselves. You get my meaning! 

The farmer's wife—I got all I can do 
now without trying to discover anything 
new to take up. 

The new woman—Yes, I suppose s0, if 
a way—yes, in a way. But, my good 
woman, have you ever thought of—I'l 
go up-stairs and get a book entitled “The 
Emancipated Woman.” Id like to have 
you read while I am here. It may e 
large your vision and cause you to sé 
that even a farmer’s wife may become ont 
of our great Sisterhood of women who 
have thrown off the shackles and a® 
really doing something along the line @ 
' human progress—yes, indeed! 
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The youth hesitates, hand on glass. 


the magnet that has drawn him to this supper in the pontifical apartment? 
and partake of the proffered cup? Or will he be warned before it is too late by the sinister glance shot from the cruel eyes of the 


(ANN A 


GLASS OF WINE WITH THE BORGIAS 


Will he obey the imperious look of command in the eyes of the beautiful Lucrezia— 
Will he yield to the ingratiating advances of Czsar 


AM Li th 


HA Ao A 





old Pontiff, as he coldly calculates the destruction of the young gallant? 


To comply or refuse is equally hazardous. 


even now lurking in the shadows of the Papal Palace? 


Rodrigo Borgia (Alexander VI), Lucrezia and Cesar formed the diabolical trinity which sat for eleven years upon the papal 
throne in Rome, an impious parody of the Holy Trinity—the most perfect incarnation of evil that ever existed on earth. 
many gallant lives thus darkly and without commotion passed out of sight, whirled away by the headlong torrent of the ambi- 


If he decline the poisoned draught will he escape the knife of the hired assassin 


tion of that terrible triumvirate, is told as only that great weaver of word pictures, Alexandre Dumas, could tell it in his 
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THE CELEBRATED CRIMES OF HISTORY 
NEVER BEFORE TRANSLATED 


The millions of English readers and admirers of the works of Alexandre Dumas will hail with keen delight this the first, and 
absolutely the on/y complete and unexpurgated translation of Dumas’ Les Crimes CELEBREs, now for the first time available at 
a price within the reach of all readers. Printed from the same plates as the Edition sold by the Publisher at $125.00 a set, which 
was eagerly snapped up by wealthy connoisseurs, the small edition it is our privilege to offer our patrons has all the unusual 


features so much appreciated by lovers of books as works of art. 
emblematic design, with monogram in Gold Field. 
rhe eight volumes are finished with Real Gold Tops. 


specially designed Renaissance title pages are by Giraldon. 


Nothing in the Whole 
World Like Them 


“Great crimes have played so large a part in the 
world’s history that one cannot obtain a thorough 
knowledge of past times without the aid of such a 
book as this’”—Says THE NEW YORK IIERALD, 
recently reviewing THE CELEBRATED CRIMES 
OF HISTORY. ‘The lover of History is enraptured 
with the wealth of facts, from new authorities, 
brought to bear by Dumas upon the life of the charm 
ing and beautiful but indiscreet and ill-fated Mary Stuart 
as Queen of France and Scotland. Read the story of her 
amours, and of her barbarous imprisonment and mur- 
derous execution, which constitute one of the greatest 
crimes of history, told as Dumas alone can tellit. There 
is no ot her work like this. Nowhere else can you get so 
intimate a view of the men and women whose misdeeds in 
every quarter of Europe, from Russia to Spain, from 
Turkey to Scotland, have contributed so much of tragedy 
to the romantic portion of the history of the Old World. 
And every word is just as Dumas wrote it. None of the 
editions of Dumas contain these stories; and no set of 
Dumas is complete without them. 


NT 








A Licentious Court 


The value of this series, historically, may be 
judged when it is known that there are nearly eight 
hundred personages and places introduced, many 
identified with the most famous scenes in medizval 
and later history, while others take the reader off the 
main thoroughfare among the by-paths of historical 
events. Brilliantly worked into a vivid picture of 
the Dark Ages are the vices and crimes of that ex- 
traordinary family, the Borgias, that furnished one 
Pope of Rome, and some of the blackest pages in 
history. 

Here we see the whole murderous, poisonous crew 
with their greedy craving for debauchery, flattery, 
titles and gold. We watch the career of the beauti- 
ful and depraved Lucrezia who with the head of a 
Madonna of Raphael had the heart of a Messalina 
beneath her demure exterior. We see the intrigues 
of the medieval papal court—the murders, abduc- 
tions, poiscnings—drawn from the chronicles of eye- 
witnesses, tl! 2se naive accounts which, without em- 
barrassment, call a spade a spade. 
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The eight volumes are beautifully bound in cloth, stamped with 
The printing is large and clear, and the paper all that could be desired. 
The illustrations were made in Paris by M. Jacques Wagrez, and the 


Dumas’ Masterpiece 


THE CELEBRATED CRIMES OF HISTORY is con- 
sidered by many in France as Dumas’ masterpiece. The 
highest praise has been bestowed on it by Andrew Lang, 
Robert Louis Stevenson, and other competent judges 
among English litterateurs. Was it for reasons of state 
that the French so jealously guarded this treasure that over 
half a century had elapsed before it was given to the En- 
glish reading world—and then through the enterprise of_an 
American publisher? 


Seeing Is Believing 


$ 00 Is all you need send now, with the coupon. But be 
1. sure to send today. We don't want to disappoint 

you, as so often happens to applicants for our limited 
offers who act too late. You'll never foreive yourself if you let this 
opportunity pass. We deliver the set, express prepaid. And we 
refund your money if you're not satisfied 

MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 

meee eee eee ee ee 


| BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO. 

1116 Brunswick Bidg., New York City 
! Enclosed is $1.00, first payment on the 8 volume set of Du- 
mas’ “Celebrated Crimes," to be shipped charges prepaid. 
I agree to remit the full special price, $13.00, at the rate of 
$1.00 (or more) per month following receipt of books. Other- 
wise I will within five days ask for instructions for their return, 
at your expense, my $1.00 to be refunded on their receipt. 
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Humanity's Light 





Do you realize that every cent of every dollar received 


for the Red Cross War Fund is spent for War Relief? 


Membership fees pay the general administration expenses of the Red Cross. The 
interest which accrues from the banking of funds actually has made available for 
War Relief one dollar and two cents for every dollar contributed. 











A Prudential Policy is an Ally that never breaks faith 


The Prudential Insurance Company of America 


Incorporated under the laws of the State of New Jétsey 





FORREST F. DRYDEN, President HOME OFFICE, NEWARK, N. J. 








